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OR, 

The  Mystery  of  the  Bath-house. 


BY  JL  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 

,  *  V 


CHAPTER  I.  . 

# 

THE  LONG  BRANCH  MYSTERY.  » 

"IPs  a  hot  day,”  said  the  chief  of  the  secret  service,  mop¬ 
ping  the  perspiration  from  his  brow.  “I’d  like  a  chance 
to  get  out  of  the  city  myself.  Now,  gentlemen,  here  is  a 
case  at  the  beach  for  you,  which  you  ought  to  be  very  glad 
to  accept.” 

“A  case  at  the  beach!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 
Surely,  that  is  a  timely  one.” 

“  Indeed,  it  is.  I  think  it  will  be  more  agreeable  at  Long 
Branch  for  the  next  few  days  than  in  the  city  of  New 
York.”  j 

“What  is  the  case?”  asked  Old  King  Brady.  “A  sum¬ 
mer  hotel  mystery?” 

“No;  it  is  murder !” 

“Murder?” 

“Yes,  the  strange  mystery  of  a  bath  house.  Indeed,  I  can 
tell  you  it  is  a  case  which  will  tax  vour  best  efforts.” 

“That  is  what  we  want,”  said  Harry  Brady,  with  a 
laugh. 

The  two  Bradys,  America’s  most  famous  detectives,  had 
just  finished  a  thrilling  case  of  mystery  and  were  ready  to 
tackle  something  new. 

Every  criminal  in  the  country  stood  in  fear  of  Old  King 

B^ady. 

That  gaunt,  powerful  old  man  with  the  iron  gray  hair 
and  the  broad  white  hat,  was  a  familiar  figure  in  the  haunts 

of  crime. 


The  younger  man,  Harry  Brady,  or,  a|  he  was  sometimes 
called,  Young  King  Brady,  was  his  protege  and  pupil. 

Together  they  had  built  up  a  mighty  reputation. 

So  that  when  any  mysterious  case  of  crime  puzzled  the 
country,  the  first  thought  was  to  turn  it  over  to  the  Bradys. 
There  was  a  feeling  of  surety  that  the  case  would  be  solved. 

And  there  was  a  reason  for  this,  for  they  had  never 
failed.  No  case  of  mystery  had  ever  passed  from  them 
unsolved. 

So  when  the  Long  Branch  mystery  was  reported  and  the 
whole  country  became  stirred  up  over  it,  the  chief  of  the 
secret  service  decided  to  put  the  Bradys  upon  it. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  case  of  most  mysterious  sort. 

The  chief  took  up  his  note-book,  and  read : 

“Case  number  -1174,  the  great  Long  Branch  mystery.  Re¬ 
ported  by  Detective  Wade  and  assigned  to  Clark  and  Long, 
of  the  regular  force.” 

“That  is  the  case,”  he  said.  “Now  these  detectives  are 
utterly  unable  to  cope  with  it.” 

“Humph  !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Is  that  why  you  give 
it  to  us  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  must  have  confidence  in  our  ability.” 

“I  have,”  replied  the  chief.  “1  believe  you  are  the  only 
men  in  this  country  who  can  handle  it.” 

“Nonsense!  Because  we  have  played  in  good  luck  here¬ 
tofore,  you  think  we  arc  infallible.  That  is  not  so.” 

The  chief  laughed. 

“That’s  all  right,  Brady,”  lie  said,  “but  you  fellows  have 
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a  winning  way.  Those  other  fellows  may  be  just  as  good 
detectives,  but  they  don't  win.” 

“Well,  we  may  fail.” 

“  Perhaps  so,  but  you’ll  allow  me  to  doubt  it.  j^Ow  you 
will  undertake  this  case !” 

“ What  is  it?” 

“Oh,  pardon  me.  I  have  not  given  you  the  details  yet.” 

The  chief  scanned  his  note-book. 

“Here  it  is  in  brief,”  he  said.  “Mr.  Holland  Jones  was 
one  of  the  leading  citizens  and  summer  residents  of  Long 
Branch.  He  owned  a  fine  residence  very  near  Elberon. 

“On  the  twelfth  of  June*  last,  Mr.  Jotles  Was  at  Long 
Branch  with  his  family.  Their  villa  is  one  of  the  ‘finest 
in  the  colony. 

“Mr.  Jones  owned  a  fine  yacht  and  wets  fond  of  bathing. 
His  row  of  bath  houses  on  the  beach  in 'front  of  his  resi¬ 
dence  were  finely  equipped. 

“He  frequently  bathed  there.  On  the  twelfth  of  June, 
about  two  o’clock  in  the  afternoon,  he  was  seen  to  go  dojyn 
to  his  bath  house.  A  few  minutes  later  he  was  seen  to  go 
into  the  water.  • 

“Now,  the  mystery  of  all  is  the  number  of  contradictory 
stories  told.  One  of  the  family  servants  declares  that  Mr. 
Jones  returned  from  the  bath  house  and  was  seen  to  enter 
his  residence.  Another  servant  declares  he  did  not. 

“A  villager  swears  that  he  met  Mr.  Jones  on  the  ocean 
wralk  at  half  past  three.  One  of  the  darks  of  the  United 
States  hotel  says  |Ir.  Jones  was  on  the  piazza  of  the  hotel 
at  four  o’clock. 

“However  this  was,  Mr.  Jones  did  not  return  that  night 
to  his  home.  His  wrife  and  son  and  two  daughters  became 
much  alarmed  and  telephoned  the  police  at  midnight. 

“Search  was  made  through  all  the  public  resorts  of  the 
town.  But  nobody  had  seen  Mr.  Jones.  Not  the  least  clew 
to  his  whereabouts  could  be  found.  Of  course,  his  family 
were  frantic. 

“When  morning  came  it  was  remembered  that  he  had 
been  seen  to  go  to  the  bath  houses.  So  search  was  made 
in  that  direction. 

“A  thrilling  discovery  was  made  which  only  added  to 
the  mystery.  One  of  the  bath  houses  was  open.  A  necktie 
and  a  pair  of  cuffs  belonging  to  Mr.  Jones  wrere  found  in  it. 

“They  were  saturated  with  blood.  The  interior  of  the 
bath  house  looked  like  a  butcher’s  shambles.  Biood  was 
everywhere. 

.  “These  signs  of  an  awful  crime  were  there.  But  beyond 
these  not  the  slightest  trace  of  Jones  could  be  found. 
Whether  he  had  met  with  foul  play  or  not,  or  what  had 
become  of  his  body,  if  murdered,  remained  the  mystery  of 
the  bath  house. 


“Since  then  every  possible  effort  has  been  made  to  solv< 
this  mystery.  A  large  reward  is  offered.  There,  you  hav< 

the  case.” 

* 

The  Bradys  had  listened  with  tire  deepest  interest. 

Old  King  Brady  whistled  slowly. 

“That  is  a  case,”  he  said.  “One  can  find  no  fault  witl 
it.” 


“No,  and  1  think  you  will  find  it  worthy  of  your  mettle." 

“It  is  assumed,  of  course,  that  the  millionaire  was  mur¬ 
dered  ?”  ♦ 

“Yes.” 

“And  his  body  disposed  of?” 

“Just  so.”  « 

“Perhaps  the  murderer  dumped  it  into  the  ocean.” 

“If  so,  it  should  have  washed  ashore.  It  could  hardly 
have  gone  out  to  sea  from  that  point.’^ 

“No,  not  unless  a  powerful  undertow  got  it,”  said  Old 
King  Brady  reflectively. 

He  dl-Civ  a  pehdl  tTOm  His  poeket  arid  hidde  copious 
notes. 

“Has  Anybody  interviewed  the  family?**  lie  asked. 

“Oh,  yes..  I  havr a  report  hefe  from  Cross.” 

“Let  me  have  extracts  from  it.  Were  the  family  all  at 
home  that  day?” 

“Yes.” 

“Was  any  inquiry  made  in  regard  to  known  or  possible 
enemies  of  the  missing  man?” 

“Yes.  It  was  affirmed  that  he  was  not  known  to  have, 
an  enemy  in  the  world.” 

“The  usual  case,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  dryly.  “Now, 
about  this  contradictory  evidence  of  the  servants.  Has 
that  been  reconciled?” 

“Both  admit  the  possibility  of  their  being  mistaken.” 

“Just  so!  They  saw  Mr.  Jones,  but  it  might  have  been 
that  day  or  a  week  before.  That  is  all.  Now,  Harry,  let 
us  take  a  run  down  there.” 

% 

“All  right,”  agreed  the  young  detective. 

“I  wish  you  luck,”  said  the  chief. 

“Of  course,  the  family  are  yet  there?” 

,  “Oh,  yes.” 

Old  King  Brady  arose. 

“All  right,  chief;,”  he  said,  “we  will  report  when  we  find 
the  body  and  capture  the  murderer.” 

“Very  good!  I  shall  hope  that  will  be  soon,”  said  the 
chief. 

So  the  Bradys  started  out  upon  one  of  the  most  thrilling 
cases  of  their  career. 

Old  King  Brady  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out  his  plan. 
The  two  detectives  went  down  to  the  Branch  on  the  first 
boat.  x 

They  at  once  applied  at  the  residence  of  the  missing  r„.l- 
lionaire. 


The  place  had  the  appearance  of  the  residence  of  sorrow. 

The  blinds  were  shut,  the  piazzas  empty  and  all  was  fu¬ 
neral-like  and  solemn.  The  very  atmosphere  was  impreg¬ 
nated  with  gloom. 

Tn  respon.se  to  the  rap  of  the  detectives  a  servant  came. 

«  s  gave  her  their  card. 

A  moment  later  they  were  seated  in  a  richlv  furnished 
room.  In  a  few  moments  a  black  r<4)cd  lady  with  classic 
features  appeared.  *  v  *^2 

h  ou  are  detectives.-'”  she  asked  in  a  quiet  manner. 

“We  are,”  replied  Old  King  Brady, 
h  our  name  is  familiar  to  me.  I  have  heard  nun 
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of  you.  I  will  say  that  if  you  can  solve  the  mystery  of  my 
husband's  fate  1  will  double  the  reward  offered.” 

“That  is  very  generous/’  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  we 
can  give  you  no  positive  assurance  that  we  can  do  so.” 

“Oh,  1  do  not  say  that.” 

“We  have  come  to  ask  you  to  give  us  every  possible  clew.” 

“I  shall  be  pleased  to  do  that.” 

“We  desire  to  ask  you  some  questions.” 

“I  will  answer  all.” 

“Very  well!  *  Some  of  these  questions  may  seem  per¬ 
sonal.  I  trust  you  will  not  take  offence.  I  assure  you  they 
are  very  necessary.” 

“I  will  answer  anything  you  may  ask.” 

“Very  good!  How  old  a  man  was  your  husband?” 

“He  was  fifty-three.” 

“Comparatively  young.  How  long  have  you  been  mar¬ 
ried  ?” 

“Thirty  years.” 

“Ah!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  making  his  notes.  “Have 
you  and  your  husband  ever  experienced  domestic  quarrels?” 

The  woman  winced  at  this  question. 


CHAPTER  II. 

AT  THE  EEACH. 

A  pained  expression  swept  across  her  beautiful  sad  face. 

For  a  moment  it  seemed  a  difficult  matter  for  her  to  con¬ 
trol  herself.  Then  she  replied : 

“Yes.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  note  of  this  in  a  purely  per¬ 
functory  way.  He  did  not  allow  her  to  see  that  he  was  even 
a  bit  interested. 

“What  was  the  nature  of  the  trouble?”  he  asked. 

“A  personal  quarrel!” 

“Ah  !  Do  you  mind  telling  the  animus  of  the  affair?” 

“It  was  jealousy.” 

“How  long  ago  was  this?” 

“We  had  been  married  but  one  vear.” 

«/ 

“Ah!  What  was  the  result  of  this  jealous  quarrel?” 

“My  husband  thrashed  a  prominent  society  man  of  that 
day,  who  he  fancied  was  paying  me  marked  attention.  It 
-was  all  a  whim  of  Ms  fancy.  Colonel  Sam  Gardner  was  an 
old  schoolmate  and  my  friend,  that  was  all.” 

“So  he  thrashed  him?” 

“Yes.  Caned  him  on  the  street.” 

“What  retaliation  did  Gardner  offer?” 

“None.  He  went  away  directly  to  South  Africa.  I  have 
never  seen  him  since.” 

“Was  this  all?” 

“Well,  not  exactly.  As  a  result  of  that  quarrel  my  hus¬ 
band  and  I  were  separated  nearly  a  year.  We  were  re¬ 
united  after  the  birth  of  my  first  child.” 

“J  am  aware,  madam,  of  the  delicacy  of  all  this/ 
raid  Old  King  Brady  gravely.  “And  it  is  a  private  matter 
which  will  never  be  divulged  by  us.” 


“I  feel  that  I  can  trust  you.” 

“Of  course,  there  is  hardly  a  possibility  that  this  affair 
of  so  many  years  ago  can  touch  upon  the  present  matter. 
But  a  detective  must  know  all  facts,  even  of  a  remote  date, 
that  he  may  study  every  possibility  of  the>  case.” 

Mrs.  Jones  looked  pleased. 

“Your  method  is  unlike  that  of  the  other  detectives  who 
have  come  here,”  she  said.  “I  believe  you  will  succeed.” 

“Time  will  tell,  madam.  Now,  you  say  you  have  never 
seen  this  Colonel  Gardner  since?” 

“No.”  ^ 

“That  was  nearly  thirty  years  ago/7 

“Yes.” 

“He  may  be  dead  long  since/7 

“To  be  sure!77 

“Did  any  other  incident  ever  mar  the^  course  of  your 
married  life  ?” 

“None  !  We  have  never  eyen  known  of  an  enemy.” 

“Did  you  see  Mr.  Jones  go  to  the  bath  house  that  day?77 

“Yes.77 

“Did  you  see  him  return?” 

“No.” 

“Then  you  have  not  seen  him  sipce?” 

“I  have  not!77 

“Did  Mr.  Jones  have  any  amount  of  money  or  valuables 
on  his  person  ?”  : 

“Yes.  I  think  he  had  a  thousand  dollars  in  currency  and 
he  wore  a  diamond  ring  and  stud.” 

Old  King  Brady  made  a  note  of  this. 

“What  do  you  think  of  the  report  that  he  was  seen  in 
the  town  later?77 

“I  do  not  believe  it.77 

“Then  you  think  he/ did  not  return  from  the  bath  house?77 

“  I  think  he  went  down  to  the  beach,  took  a  dip,  went  into 
the  bath  house  and  was  struck  down  by  an  assassin.  Then 
the  body  was  towed  out  to  sea  or  sunk  in  the  ocean !” 

Old  King  Brady  was  reflective  a  long  while. 

Then  he  asked  a  queer  question: 

“Are  any  of  your  children  engaged  to  be  married?77 

Mrs.  Jones  looked  surprised. 

“No!”  she  replied. 

Old  King  Brady  smiled. 

“You  may  wonder  at  that  question/7  he  said;v“but  I  once 
solved  a  mysterious  murder  by  finding  that  the  ambitious 
young  man  engaged  to  the  millionaire’s  daughter,  mur¬ 
dered  the  millionaire  hoping  to  quickly  get  a  chance  at  the 
young  girl’s  heritage.77 

Mrs.  Jones  flushed. 

“Human  nature  is  sometimes  dreadfully  desperate,”  she 
said. 

“That  is  so.  Now  what  T  am  groping  for  1«  a  possible 
motive.  When  I  find  that,  I  will  soon  produce  the  guilty 
party  for  you.” 

'  “Your  methods  are  remarkable,77  said  Mrs.  Jones  with 
admiration.  “I  am  sure  you  will  find  my  husband’s  mur¬ 
derer.  But  if  you  fail  to  find  a  motive — what  then?77 

“I  may  find. that  your  husband  was  not  murdered.77 
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‘‘But  his  disappearance?  The  horrible  state  of  the  bath 
house.  All  the  evidence  points  to  it.” 

“  Yet  he  may  not  have  been  the  victim.” 

“What  do  von  mean?” 

V 

“  He  may  have  been  the  murderer  himself.” 

A  short  gasping  cry  escaped  Mrs.  Jones.  Her  eyes  seemed 
starting  from  their  sockets. 

“Oh,  my  God  !”  she  gasped.  “It  could  never  be  !  Oh,  no !’ 
Why,  it  is  too  preposterous !  You  can  never  entertain  such 
an  idea.” 

Old  King  Brady  shot  a  furtive  glance  at  Harry. 

“Of  course,  I  am  speaking  of  an  abnormal  theory,”  he 
said.  “We  will  not  consider  it  at  present.  I  shall  hope  to 
find  a  motive  very  soon.” 

“Oh,  I  am  sure  you  will.” 

“Kow,  we  would  like  to  see  the  bath  house  and  look  about 

4  # 

the  beach.” 

“I  will  get  you  the  key.  The  bath  house  has  not  been 
touched  and  is  in  the  same  shape  as  on  that  day.  I  trust 
you  will  find  a  clew.” 

A  few  moments  later  the  Bradys  were  strolling  dowrn  to 
the  sandv  beach. 

The  day  was  delightful  by  the  rolling  surf. 

There  was  an  absence  of  the  fearful  humidity  felt  in  the 
city. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Harry,  “this  is  a  fine  place.  I 
almost  feel  like  taking  a  dip  myself.” 

“Not  here,” 'said  Old  King  Brady.  “The  associations 
are  too  grewsome.” 

“Oh,  yes,  of  course!” 

They  had  now  reached  the  row  of  neatly  painted  bath 
houses. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  carefully  looked  them  over. 

They  noted  their  position,  their  distance  from  the  water, 
the  character  of  shore  outline  and  many  other  details  which 
became  at  once  fixed  in  their  minds  in  most  indelible  fashion. 

Then  Old  King  Brady  opened  the  first  bath  house  and  ex¬ 
amined  it  very  carefully. 

From  oue  to  another  he  went. 

Finally  he  came  to  the  one  "which  had  been  the  scene  of 
the  crime.  The  two  detectives  keenly  inspected  it. 

Blood  stains  were  on  the  floor,  on  the  walls,  and  even  on 
the  ceiling  of  matched  pine. 

Certainly  it  looked  as  if  a  struggle  for  life  had  taken 
place  there. 

i 

“There  is  one  thing  sure,”  said  Old  King  Brady  after  a 
while,  “that  crime  was  never  committed  here.” 

It  was  a.  startling  conclusion. 

Harry  straightened  up. 

“Eh !”  he  exclaimed,  aghast.  “What  do  you  mean?” 

“It  is  easy  enough  to  see.  No  such  blood  as  this  ever 
comes  from  a  human  being.” 

o 

“What?” 

“It  is  not  human  blood.” 

“Bv  the  Lord,”  gasped  the  young  detective,  “do  you  be¬ 
lieve  that  ?” 


“  I  feel  sure  of  it.  This  is  the  blood  of  an  animal.  It  has 
been  systematically  daubed  all  over  the  place.  It  is  a  fake.” 

The  young  detective  whistled. 

Then  he  went  out  and  sat  down  on  the  platform.  He 
stared  vacantly  at  his  partner. 

“A  fake!”  he  muttered  in  a  daze.  “Then  there  was  no 
murder  ?” 

“To  the  contrarv,  I  believe  there  was.” 

“You  talk  in  riddles,”  said  the  young  detective.  “Make  it  , 
clear !” 

“Well,  of  course,  I  can  prove  but  little.  But  what  does 
deduction  teach  us?” 

“Go  on !” 

“It  teaches  us  much.  If  this  is  not  human  blood,  then 
Mr.  Jones  was  murdered  at  some  other  spot.  The  murderer 
to  draw  away  the  scent  made  up  the  bath  house  to  fool  the 
detectives.” 

“And  it  has  fooled  all  but  Old  King  Brady.” 

“For  which  I  crave  only  the  credit  of  my  poor  senses 
and  a  bit  of  reason,”  said  the  old  detective.  “Yet  I  have 
gained  but  little.  The  mystery  is  really  increased  tenfold. 

“The  question  is,  is  Mr.  Jones  alive  or  dead?  Is  he  a 
murderer  or  was  he  murdered  ?  If  one  or  the  other,  where 
is  he  dead  or  alive  at  the  present  moment?” 

“That  is  for  us  to  solve.” 

“Exactly !” 

For  some  while  they  were  silent. 

Harry  then  arose  and  walked  slowly  down  to  the  water's 
edge.  The  tide  was  high. 

He  studied  the  surf  line  a  few  moments.  Then  he  came 
back. 

“I  don’t  believe  there  is  undertow  enough  there  to  carry 
a  body  out  to  sea,”  he  said. 

“You  don’t?” 

“I  do  not !” 

“  Then  we  will  hardly  waste  time  on  that  theory.  In  fact. 

I  am  inclined  to  fancy  that  the  clerk  of  the  hotel  might  be 
right  after  all,  when  he  said  he  saw  Mr.  Jones  at  four 
o’clock.” 

“Iu  that  event,  he  was  murdered  somewhere  else.” 

“If  it  is  a  certain  fact  that  he  was  murdered.” 

“Do  you  think  it  doubtful?” 

“I  think  it  possible.”  " 

“Deuce  take  it,”  said  Harry,  “we  c&n’t  seem  to  gain 
anything.  Do  you  think  it  logical  that  the  man  did  this 
job  himself,  and  that  it  was  only  a  trick  to  blind  pursuit, 
while  he  made  for  some  other  part  of  the  world?” 

“Tt  is  possible,  but  hardly  logical.” 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

*  "Well,  here  is  a  man  with  a  large  fortune,  a  happv  home 
and  a  bright  family.  Why  should  he  adopt  any  such  method 
of  deserting  them?” 

It  hardly  seems  likely.  Yet  strange  things  happen.  Wo 
do  know  this,  that  he  is  missing. ” 

“True  enough !” 

\ow,  you  believe  that  those  stains  are  not  human  blood. 
What  sort  of  animal  do  you  think  this  blood  came  from?" 
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“1  have  no  means  of  knowing.  It  may  have  been  a 
sheep.  Certainly  some  creature  with  plenty  of  the  fluid.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

SIFTIXG  THE  CASE  FOIt  A  CLEW. 

Harry  gave  an  eager  start. 

“The  blood  of  a  sheep/’  he  cried.  “Can  that  not  be  es¬ 
tablished  by  chemical  or  microscopical  process?” 

“I  don't  know  about  that.  A  chemist,  however,  could  tell 
us  whether  the  corpuscles  were  human  or  animal.” 

“There  is  our  point.” 

“You  think  so?” 

“Yes.” 

\ 

“Go  ahead!” 

“Well,  suppose  we  find  out  that  the  blood  came  from  a 
sheep.  The  carcass  must  have  been  procured  near  here  and 
brought  here !” 

“The  blood,  you  mean.” 

“Well,  yes.  We  will  say  the  blood  was  brought  here.  It 
would  require  fully  a  quart  to  do  all  this  damage.” 

“Say  about  a  pint.  A  little  blood  will  make  a  big  show.” 

“A  pint,  then.” 

“Very  good !  It  could  have  been  brought  here  in  a  bottle 
in  one’s  pocket.  The  smearing  and  splashing  is  easily  ac¬ 
complished.  What  clew  does  it  furnish?” 

“The  source  from  which  the  blood  came.  The  sheep — ” 

“Hundreds  of  people  visit  the  abattoirs  around  the  coun¬ 
try  to  get  blood  from  freshly  killed  creatures  for  the  use 
of  anaemic  people.  It  would  be  hard  to  identify  this  par¬ 
ticular  quantity  of  the  fluid.” 

“That  is  so !”  agreed  Harry.  “You  assume  that  the 
thing  was  premeditated  and  the  blood  brought  here  from 
some  distant  point.” 

“That  is  about  the  idea.” 

“In  that  case  it  seems  almost  easv  to  believe  that  the 
supposed  victim  is  himself  at  the  bottom  of  all  this  trouble. 
That  he  has  perpetrated  a  clever  trick  for  some  purpose  as 
yet  unfathomed.” 

“Not  necessarily.  We  will  assume  that  Mr.  Jones  came 
down  here  and  took  his  bath.” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  he  dressed  himself  and  went  over  to  the  United 
States  Hotel, where  he  was  seen  at  four  o’clock  by  the  clerk.” 

“Well.” 

“From  that  time  and  point  he  disappears.  The  mystery 
begins.  Was  he  decoyed  and  murdered  in  some  other  part 
of  the  town?  Did  the  assassin  go  to  the  trouble  of  making 
it  appear  that  he  had  been  killed  in  the  bath  house,  as¬ 
suming  that  the  authorities  would  believe  his  body  thrown 
into  the  ocean  ? 

“Or  did  he  smear  the  bath  house  with  blood  before  he 
went  up  town?  Did  he  then  take  care  to  disguise  himself 
and  get  out  of  sight,  as  he  hoped,  in  the  eyes  of  his  ac¬ 
quaintance.-:  out  of  the  world?” 


Harry  was  staggered. 

“Both  theories  are  logical  in  face  of  the  facts,”  he  said. 
“But  yet,  I  can  hardly  believe  the  man  would  do  such  a 
thing.  What  is  his  motive?” 

“There  are  only  two  things  which  could  possibly  fur¬ 
nish  inducement.” 

“Ah,  what  are  they?” 

“First  aberration  of  mind.  An  .insane  man  will  adopt 
strange  methods.  Secondly,  that  cause  of  nine-tenths  of  all 
worldly  troubles,  infatuation  for  a  woman.” 

“A  woman  !”  gasped  Harry. 

“Yes.” 

“Is  it  possible  that  we  shall  find  a  woman  also  at  the 
bottom  of  this  case?” 

“It  has  often  proved  so  in  the  past.” 

“You  are  right.  But  not  a  breath  of  suspicion  or  scandal 
has  been  brought  up  against  this  man.” 

“Yet,  that  is  no  evidence  that  the  double  life  does  not 
exist.  I  repeat,  that  these  are  the  only  two  things  power¬ 
ful  enough  to  induce  a  man  to  perpetrate  such  a  deed  of 
cunning  and  deception.” 

There  was  no  division  of  opinion  between  the  two  de¬ 
tectives  on  this  point. 

Old  King  Brady  found  a  small  piece  of  linen  in  the  bath 
house  on  which  were  some  of  the  blood  stains. 

“We  will  have  this  sapfple  of  blood  analyzed,”  he  said. 
“We  will  make  sure  that  this  is  not  human  blood.  Of 
course,  I  may  be  mistaken.” 

“I  think  it  is  well!”  agreed  Harry.  “Now  what  course, 
shall  we  pursue?”  • 

“If  it  is  a  case  of  insanity,  no  doubt  we  shall  hear  from 
Mr.  Jones  in  some  distant  part  of  the  country.  But  we 
will  proceed  at  once  on  the  theory  that  he  has  decamped 
with  the  purpose  of  making  his  friends  believe  that  he  is 
dead.” 

“Good.  I  think  we  will  soon  hit  upon  a  clew.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

The  detectives  now  left  the  bath  house  after  carefully 
locking  the  door.  They  returned  to  the  house  with  the  key. 

Mrs.  Jones  had  been  anxiously  awaiting  them. 

“Have  you  formed  any  conclusion?”  she  asked. 

“Yes,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Several,  hut  we  can¬ 
not  divulge  them  just  now.” 

“After  you  went  out  I  recalled  a  fact  which  I  think  you 
ought  to  know.”  • 

“Ah  !”  said  Old  King  Bradv,  “what  is  it?” 

“We  have  learned  that  a  very  desperate  gang  of  house 
breakers  have  been  at  work  in  Asbury  Park  and  Long 
Branch  for  many  weeks  past.  Only  the  day  before  Mr. 
Jones’  disappearance  they  robbed  a  house  a  mile  down  the 
shore  from  here.  Perhaps  they  killed  and  robbed  Mr. 
Jones.” 

Old  King  Brady  bowed. 

“It  is  possible,  madam,”  he  said.  We  will  keep  that 
in  mind.” 


“Oh,  1  hope  you  will  solve  the  mystery.  ft  is  too  much 
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to  hope  that  my  husband  is  alive,  but  1  am  very  desirous 
that  his  murderers  should  be  punished.” 

‘‘Rest  assured  we  will  do  our  best,”  declared  the  old 
detective. 

The  Bradys  now  took  their  departure.  Soon  they  had 
reached  the  business  part  of  Long  Branch. 

They  visited  the  hotel  and  listened  to  the  current  gossip 
crt  the  street. 

No  clew  could  be  found  which  would  support  either  theory 
chosen  by  the  detectives. 

Everybody  was  imbued  with  the  belief  that  a  dark  mur¬ 
der  had  been  committed. 

No  other  theory  had  support. 

After  two  days  of  active  and  sharp  work  in  the  town 
the  detectives  were  compelled  to  admit  that  they  had  gained 
nothing. 

They  decided  to  return  to  New  York. 

“I  want  to  have  these  blood  specimens  analyzed,”  said 
Old  King  Brady.  “  I  feel  sure  they  will  support  my  theory 
completely.”  k, 

So  they  took  the  first  boat  back  to  New  York. 

Old  King  Brady  visited  a  chemist  and  submitted  the 
blood  stains  to  him.  He  promised  an  early  report. 

Then  the  detectives  looked  up  Mr.  Jones7  business  affairs 
in  New  York. 

/  1 

It  was  learned  that  he  had-  an  office  in  Fulton  street. 
There  his  confidential  business  man  was  found. 

His  name  was  David  Strong. 

.  He  was  a  thin,  nervous  individual  with  a  cat-like  move- 
*ment  and  a  nervous  manner. 

His  keen,  piercing  eyes  looked  one  through  and  through. 

The  Bradys  interviewed  him  closely.  At4  its  conclusion 
they  formed  many  new  theories. 

David  Strong  was  singularly  reticent  in  regard  to  Mr. 
J ones’  private  affairs. 

“Of  course,  you  are  justified  to  a  certain  extent  in  keep¬ 
ing  these  matters  close,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But  at 
the  present  time  it  is  of  the  utmost  importance  to  get  hold 
of  every  clew  possible.” 

“Then  you  must  go  to  somebody  else,”  said  Strong, 
tartly.  “I  believe  that  Mr.  Jones  is  dead.  But,  if  I  di¬ 
vulged  his  secrets,  I  should  be  breaking  p  trust  which  is  as 
sacred  after  death  as  before.” 

“You  are  unusually  conscientious,”  said  the  old  de- 
•  tective. 

“Well,  I  have  a  right  to  be.” 

“You  admit,  then,  that  your  employer  had  secrets.” 

“I  admit  nothing,”  declared  the  secretary,  angrily. 

“Well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  adroitly.  “I  advise  you 
to  keep  the  secrets  well.  That  is  your  part.  But  it  is  mv 
part  to  find  them  out.” 

“You  will  never  do  that.” 

The  old  detective  smiled. 

“Very  well,  Mr.  Strong,”  he  said,  “I  wish  you  good  day.” 

When  the  detective  had  left  the  office 
said : 


“He  is  our  man,  Harry,  lie  knows  all.  V\e  shall  get 
at  the  bottom  of  this  mystery  through  him.” 

“Not  by  any  voluntary  aid  of  his,  I  fear.” 

“Oh,  no!  But  he  will  cut  his  fingers  again,  just  as  he 
did  to-day.  It’s  just  as  I  tell  you.  Holland  Jones  is  a 
man  with  a  double  life.” 

Harry  shook  his  head  dubiously. 

“I  don’t  know,”  he  said,  “you  may  be  right,  but  some¬ 
thing  tells  me  that  Jones  has  been  foully  dealt  with.” 

“I  will  not  dispute  the  possibility  of  that,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “In  fact,  I  think  it  quite  likely.” 

“I  think,  however,  that  we  may  be  able  to  get  a  clew 
through  this  fellow  Strong.” 

“We  will  shadow  him.” 

“A  good  plan.” 

The  Bradys  learned  that  the  private  secretary  was  a 
bachelor  and  that  he  lived  at  an  uptown  hotel  in  good 
style. 

He  was  a  member  of  several  leading  clubs  and  made  quite 
an  appearance  in  society. 

Moreover,  the  Bradys  also  discovered  that  he  was  fond 
of  yachting  ami  kept  a  sloop  yacht  in  the  North  River. 

“Pretty  good  clip  for  a  man  who  cannot  get  over  five 
thousand  a  year  salary,”  said  Harry. 

“That’s  the  point.  Oh,  I  like  to  get  hold  of  these  fellows 
who  five  beyond  their  means.” 

“There  is  no  ■doubt  but  that  Strong  does.” 

“Of  course,  he  does.  You  see,  we  will  soon  find  the 
woman  in  his  case.” 

“The  woman?” 

“Why,  yes.  Do  you  think  for  a  moment  that  he  is 
sporting  all  this  rig  alone  ?” 

“You  are  right.” 

“We  will  look  for  the  woman.  Perhaps  she  may  be  re¬ 
sponsible  for  the  curious  disappearance  of  Mr.  Jones.” 

“You  don’t  mean  that  both  are  infatuated  with  the  same 
woman  ?” 

“Oh,  no !  But  Mr.  Strong  may  know  why  Mr.  Jones  has 
disappeared.  He  may  have  had  something  to  do  with  that 
disappearance:  Only  a  woman's  powerful  hand  can  be  seen 
in  this  game.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  NEW  ARRIVAL. 

/ 

Old  King  Brady  was  positive  in  regard  to  his  woman 
theory. 

“Everything  pointy  to  it,”  he  said.  “It  will  prove  to 
be  so.  Men  do  not  act  so  strangelv  as  both  Jones  and  Strong 
under  any  light  influence.  It  is  a  woman’s  fine  hand.” 

Harry  did  not  disagree  with  his  partner. 

But  the  two  Bradys  went  to  work  with  much  spirit. 

1  bey  had  started  out  upon  the  ease  without  even  the 


Old  King  Brady  ,  faintest  shadow  of  a  clew. 

|  Superior  methods  of  deduction  and  Old  King  Brad  vs  rv- 
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markable  sagacity  bade  fair  to  put  them  on  the  right  track. 

They  began  to  shadow  Strong. 

They  followed  the  secretary  from  his  office  to  his  hotel 
andJo  his  club.  • 

Mrs.  Jones  came  to  New  York  day  after  day  to  confer 
with  Strong  about  her  missing  husband’s  financial  affairs. 

She  alwavs  went  home  in  a  very  much  distressed  frame 

*  V 

of  mind. 

Old  King  Brady  became  convinced  that  something  was 
wrong. 

So  one  evening  he  made  his  wav  to  interview  her  at 

w  i/ 

the  steamer  landing. 

“Yes,”  confessed  Mrs.  Jones,  “I  have  found  my  husband’s 
business  affairs  in  a  mixed  state.  There  is  every  reason  to 
believe  that  he  has  badly  mismanaged  for  a  year  past. 

“  :  '4ind  much  valuable  stock  mysteriously  hypothecated. 
Large  holdings  of  property  have  disappeared.  I  intend  to 
have  a  thorough  investigation.” 

‘'All  this  might  bear  out  the  theory  of  vour  husband’s 
mental  aberration,”  said  the  detective. 

“It  might,  but  I  do  not  believe  that  of  my  husband. 
His  brain  was  always  remarkably  clear.” 

“How  do  you  account,  then,  for  the  bad  state  of  his 
affairs  ?” 

UI  do  not  know  yet.  Perhaps  the  same  person  who 
killed  him  has  been  swindling  him  to  an  enormous  degree. 
I  feel  as  though  there  was  a  connection  between  the  two 
matters.” 

“Do  you  trust  the  secretary?” 

“Strong?  Oh,  he  is  an  honest  fellow.  In  any  event,  he 
would  not  have  the  power  to  accomplish  what  has  been 
done.” 

“Then,  you.  think  your  husband’s  large  property  in  bad 
shape  ?” 

“Indeed,  I  do.  I  much  fear  that  from  its  estimate  of  sev¬ 
eral  millions  it  will  fall  to  less  than  a  quarter  of  a 
million.” 

“Still,  that  will  comfortably  provide  for  you.” 

“Yes,  oh  ves  !  I  do  not  care  for  wealth.  If  I  could  have 
my  husband  again  I  would  he  content  to  live  in  poverty.” 

Old  King  Brady  joined  Harry  and  repeated  to  him  what 
had  been  learned. 

“Queer !”  said  the  young  detective.  “If  he  has  gone  away 
voluntarily  the  matter  is  explained.  He  has  converted 
his  property,  leaving  just  enough  for  her  comfortable  sup¬ 
port.”  , 

“Just  so !” 

“But,  if  not,  then  he  has  been  unfortunate  of  late.  Per¬ 
haps  the  secretary  is  feathering  his  own  nest.” 

“Well,  it’s  of  no  use  to  cogitate  further.  The  best  we 
can  do  is  to  shadow  Strong  until  we  get  a  clew.” 

This  they  proceeded  to  do. 

But  for  days  they  followed  him  from  the  office  to  his 
hotel  find  to  the  club. 

Nothing  wa-  seen  which  would  cast  the  least  shadow  of 
suspicion  upon  him. 


The  Bradys  had  almost  decided  it  a  bad  job  and  were  dis¬ 
posed  to  give  it  up. 

But,  at  the  last  moment,  something  odd  happened. 

Leaving  the  office  one  night  Strong  took  a  cab  and  was 
driven  to  the  Windsor,  where  he  had  apartments. 

A  few  moments  later,  the  Bradys  who  were  at  his  heels 
saw  him  salute  a  man  who  had  just  arrived. 

The  stranger  was  of  remarkable  appearance,  and  it  could 
at  once  be  seen  that  he  came  front  some  far  end  of  the 
^arth.  ! 

He  was  bronzed  by  long  exposure  to  tropic  suns,  and  wore 
a  style  of  dress  half  military. 

He  was  a  man  of  past  fifty  years  of  age,  erect  bearing,  gray 
hair  and  mustache,  dark  eyes  and  a  handsome  cast  of 
features. 

He  was  effusively  greeted  by  Strong. 

After  writing  his  name  on  the  register,  the  two  men  re¬ 
tired  to  Strong’s  apartments. 

The  Bradys  were  interested. 

“I  wonder  who  he  is?”  said  Harry,  curiously.  “Let  us 
see  thftt  name  he  has  written  on  the  register.” 

On  the  register  page,  in  a  handsome  flowing  hand,  was 
written : 

“Samuel  Gardner, 

Cape  Town,  Africa.” 

The  detectives  read  this  entrv  with  a  sense  of  startled 
surprise. 

Then  they  stared  at  each  other. 

A  few  moments  later,  in  a  retired  corner  of  the  hotel 
office,  Harry  exclaimed : 

“Was  not  that  the  name  of  the  man  who  quarrelled  with 
Jones  over  thirty  years  ago?” 

“It  is  the  name  given  me  by  Mrs.  Jones,”  said  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Then,  he  is  the  man!” 

“  Yres.” 

“What  a  queer  coincidence  that  he  should  appear  in  New 
York  at  this  particular  time.” 

“And  how  very  friendly  he  was  with  Strong.” 

“It  looks  as  if  his  coming  was  expected.  They  appear 
to  be  old  friends.” 

“Yes.” 

The  Bradys  rapidly  revolved  this  in  their  astute  minds. 
A  hundred  vague  theories  were  suggested. 

Of  course,  there  was  no  certainty  that  Colonel  Sam  Card- 
ner’s  return  from  Africa  had  been  caused  by  the  mysterious 
and  unknown  fate  of  Holland  Jones. , 

To  have  established  connection  between  the  two  incidents 
would  have  required  a  tremendous  stretch  of  fancy. 

Yet,  it  was  a  coincidence. 

Moreover,  what  puzzled  the  detectives  was  the  seeming 
fact  that  Strong  had  been  expecting  the  arrival  of  Gardner. 

Were  thev  simply  friends  or  was  it  a  prearranged  thing 
for  Gardner  to  come  to  New  York,  and  if  the  latter,"  for 
what  purpose? 

The  detectives  chafed  with  inaction. 
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They  could  not  find  any  way  of  overhearing  the  conver¬ 
sation  between  the  two  men. 

“All  we  can  do!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “is  to  keep  low 
and  track  them  everywhere.  We  shall  yet  find  something 
for  a  clew.” 

“Do  you  think  there  can  possibly  be  any  connection  be¬ 
tween  Gardner's  coming  and  the  strange  disappearance  of 
Holland  Jones?” 

“Time  will  tell.” 

The  two  men  did  not  come  downstairs  again  that  night. 

At  a  late  hour  the  Bradys  got  assigned  to  rooms  near 


them  and  went  to  bed. 

The  detectives  were  up  early  the  next  morning. 

But  it  was  late  when  Colonel  Gardner  came  out  of  his 
room. 

He  passed  the  door  of  Strong’s  room,  where  he  was  yet 
fast  asleep. 

He  went  down  into  the  office. 

“I’ve  got  an  idea,”  said  Harry,  drawing  a  note-book  from 
his  pocket.  *  v 

“What?”  * 

“I  am  going  to  interview  him.  I  will  assume  to  be  a 
reporter.” 

“Good  for  you !” 

Harry  watched  his  chance  and  walked  boldly  up  to  his 
man. 

“Ah,  Colonel  Gardner,  I  believe,”  he  said  politely. 

The  colonel  raised  his  eyebrow  in  polite  inquiry. 

“That  is  mv  name  !” 

“I  am  a  representative  of  the  press.  Can  you  not  give  me 
a  story’?  You  are  just  from  Cape  Town?” 

“I  am,”  replied  Gardner. 

“Ah,  in  what  state  were  affairs  when  you  left  there?” 

“Matters  looked  dubious.  The  Boers  are  very  aggressive 
and  there  is  a  disposition  to  fight  further  encroachments  of 
the  English.” 

“You  are  in  Her  Majesty’s  service?” 

“I  have  been  for  many  years.  I  am  retired  at  my  own 
request.” 

“Then  you  have  come  back  to  America  permanently?” 

“America  is  my  native  land.  I  shall  remain  here  a  long 
time.” 

“You  have  been  absent  many  vears,  Colonel  Gardner. 
It  is  recalled  that  you  were  a  friend  of  Holland  Jones.” 

Gardner  gave  a  start  and  his  face  changed  color.  For  a 
moment  he  seemed  startled. 

Then  he  replied: 

“Holland  Jones  and  1  were  friends  as  young  men.” 

“I  suppose  you  have  heard  of  his  terrible  fate?” 

“Just  an  inkling.  He  was  murdered,  they  sav?” 

“Yes,  at  his  beach  residence  at  Tong  Branch.” 

“I  am  pained  to  hear  of  it.  We  were  old  and  warm 


friends.” 

“His  wife  still  hopes  that  he  is  alive  and  will  return.” 
Gardner  shrugged' his  shoulders. 

“Yes,”  he  said  listlesslv.  “That  is  the  way  with  women. 


When  a.  man  is  alive,  thev  must  treat  him  tvrannicallv.  When 

*  ^  v 


he  is  dead,  then  they  profusely  lament  him.  There  is  no 
nature  so  perverse  and  inconsistent  as  that  of  the  female 
sex.  Please  remember,  1  am  not  individualizing.” 

Gardner  spoke  with  great  bitterness.  Harry  noted  every 
slight  inflection  of  his  voice. 

“They  speak  very  highly  of  Mrs.  Jones,”  he  said, 
guardedly. 

“Oh,  yes,”  said  Gardner  with  a  yawn.  “I’ve  no  doubt  she 
is  sincere  and  really  loved  her  husband.  Pardon  me !  J  be¬ 
lieve  my  breakfast  hour  is  here  !” 

“One  word  more,”  cried  Harry  eagerly.  “Will  you  enter 
into  business  pursuits  in  America  ?” 

At  this  Gardner  laughed. 

“I  think  not,”  he  said,  “soldiers  make  poor  business 
men.  I  am  not  the  exception.” 

He  bowed  himself  away  politely. 

Harry  returned  and  made  his  report  to  Old  King.Biady. 
The  old  detective  was  impressed. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  FRESH  CLEW. 

“It  was  easy  to  see  that  he  had  never  forgiven  Jones,” 
said  Harry.  “Curiously,  he  was  only  slightly  interested  in 
Mrs.  Jones.” 

“Yrou  must  remember  that  thirty  years  has  no  doubt  ob¬ 
literated  that  love  affair.” 

“Of  course.  Yet  I  have  a  queer  conviction.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“I  am  positive  this  fellow  is  concerned  in  the  mysterious 
fate  of  Holland  Jones.” 

“That  is  odd.  Not  a  fact  is  there  to  substantiate  it.” 

“No,  but  there  is  circumstantial  evidence.  He  is  a  friend 
of  Jones’  private  secretary.  They  are  very  intimate.  It 
would  not  be  hard  to  outline  the  skeleton  of  a  plot.” 

“Oh,  of  course.  It  is  possible  that  revenge  has  all  these 
years  rankled  in  his  heart.” 

“Just  so!  I  believe  he  has  that  sort  of  a  nature.  Men 
of  that  kind,  Corsican  like,  will  spend  a  lifetime  in  the 
consummating  of  a  revenge.” 

“We  will  watch  and  wait.” 

Gardner  came  out  from  the  dining  room  a  short  while 
later.  He  went  out  and  entered  a  cab. 

The  detectives  were  unable  to  follow  him. 

They  were  contented  to  await  Ids  return.  Meanwhile 
Strong  arose,  and  after  breakfast  went  down  to  the  Fulton 
street  office. 

The  detectives  shadowed  the  place  all  day. 

But  nothing  of  note  occurred. 

For  two  days  the  Bradys  followed  useless  clows. 

They  received  a  report  from  the  chemist  which  confirmed 
Old  King  Brady’s  theory. 

The  blood  stains  in  the  hath  house  were  those  of  an  ani¬ 
mal.  They  did  not  contain  human  corpuscles. 
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This  was  a  startling  confirmation.  Old  King  Brady  said  : 
“You  may  be  sure  that  there  is  a  deep  game  here  some¬ 
where.  We  have  only  secured  the  first  faint  inkling  of  the 

truth.” 

“It's  a  sticker,’’  declared  Harry.  “On  my  word,  1  don't 
see  how  we  are  going  to  go  further  with  it.  We  have  ex¬ 
hausted  all  resources  thus  far.” 


“So  it  seems.  Our  only  hope  is  that  something  may 
turn  up.” 

And  something  did  turn  up  that  very  night. 

A  telegram  reached  Old  King  Brady  at  his  lodgings  at 
mi  anight.  It  was  from  Mrs.  Jones,  with  whom  he  had 
left  his  address. 

Thus  it  read : 


“James  Brady,  Detective : — 

“Come  at  once  to  Long  Branch.  We  have  found  a  new 
clew.  Yours, 

“Mrs.  Holland  Jones/' 


“Well!”  exclaimed  Harry,  “what  do  you  think  of  that?” 

“We  must  go  down  there  by  the  first  boat.” 

“That  is  six  o’clock  in  the  morning.” 

“Yes.” 

This  was  the  best  that  could  be  done. 

.  All  surmise  as  to  the  nature  and  value  of  the  clew  was 
of  little  use.  They  could  only  wait. 

And  the  morning  boat  took  the  Bradys  back  to  the  beach. 

They  were  met  by  Mrs.  Jones'  carriage  at  the  pier. 

“Mrs.  Jones  is  at  the  coroner’s,”  declared  the  coachman. 
“She  told  me  to  drive  you  there.” 

“All  right !”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “Go  ahead  !” 

The  detectives  leaped  into  the  carriage. 

In  a  short  while  they  were  at  the  coroner’s.  They  en¬ 
tered  and  were  greeted  by  the  lady  and  the  coroner. 

Mrs.  Jones’  eyes  were  tear-stained  and  her  face  swollen. 

“I  have  given  up  all  hope,’’  she  said.  “I  know  that  my 
husband  is  dead.” 

“Do  not  say  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  have  not 
found  the  body.” 

“No,  but  we  have  found  further  evidence  that  the  body 
was  disposed  of,”  she  declared. 

“Let  us  see  that  evidence.” 

The  coroner  lifted  a  rubber  blanket  and  showed  a  heap 
of  clothing  on  the  table. 

There  was  a  suit  of  clothes  and  underwear.  All  were 
fearfully  blood-stained. 

The  Bradys  gazed  at  the  grewsome  exhibit. 

“Are  those  your  husband’s  clothes?”  asked  Harry. 

“Yes,”  replied  Mrs.  Jones. 

“Is  this  the  suit  he  wore  when  he  went  down  to  the 


bath  house?” 

Mrs.  Jones  hesitated. 

“Why,  I  suppose  so,”  she  said. 

“1  thought  you  told  me  he  was  dressed  in  white  duck 
trousers  and  cheviot  coat,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Well.  I  must  have  been  mistaken,”  said  Mrs.  Jones. 
“These  are  his  clothes.” 


“Where  were  they  found?” 

“A  clam  digger  found  them  buried  in  the  sand  about 

half  a  mile  below  the  bath  house.” 

« 

Old  King  Brady  closely  examined  the  blood  stains. 

Then  he  exchanged  glances  with  Harry.  It  was  all  com¬ 
prehensible  to  the  detectives. 

“Madam !”  said  Old  King  Brady  quietly,  “this  discovery 
only  confirms  my  first  impression  of  this  case.  I  believe 
your  husband  is  still  alive.” 

“Alive?”  gasped  both  the  coroner  and  Mrs.  Jones. 

“Yes,  alive !” 

“Zounds!”  exclaimed  the  coroner.  “What  better  proof 
of  his  death  could  be  needed?  He  has  been  murdered.” 

“Very  well,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “accept  any  theory 
you  choose,  nothing  will  convince  us,  but  the  body  of  your 
husband.” 

“Perhaps  that  can  be  found  on  the  beach  also,”  said  the 
coroner. 

“I  doubt  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “However,  it  will 
do  no  harm  to  institute  a  search.  We  will  do  so  and  report 
later.” 

The  detectives  went  down  to  the  beach.  They  again  ex¬ 
amined  the  bath  houses. 

Then  they  walked  along  the  sandy  beach  for  a  full  mile. 

Every  heap  of  sand  was  carefully  examined.  Every  nook 
and  crevice  of  the  rocks  was  explored. 

But  no  further  trace  of  the  missing  man  was  found. 

The  Bradys  finally  turned  about  to  walk  back.  They 
had  discussed  the  new  clew  exhaustively. 

“It  is  easy  to  understand,”  said  Old  King  Bradv,  “if 
the  murderer  had  sufficient  method  to  daub  the  bath  house 
with  sheep’s  blood,  he  would  also  conceive  the  idea  of  con¬ 
cealing  the  clothes  in  the  sand  heap. 

“Moreover,  I  believe  these  clothes  were  buried  before  the 
murder.  We  have  evidence  that  Mr.  Jones  did  not  wear 
them  that  day.” 

“In  that  case — ” 

“The  fake  is  exposed.  In  other  words,  Mr.  Jones  is  his 
own  murderer.” 

“But  not  a  suicide.” 

“  By  no  means.  For  some  reason  he  desired  to  leave  home 
unf1  a  cloud  of  mystery.” 

“And  misapprehension.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  he  succeeded  very  well.” 

“So  he  did.” 

“Yet,  there  is  still  the  possibility  that  he  was  murdered 
really.” 

“Yes.” 

J 

“If  so,  it  was  in  some  other  place,  which  the  murderer 
has  taken  all  these  means  to  conceal.” 

“He  must  be  a  cunning  fellow.” 

“To  be  sure.  Yet,  I  am  still  confident  that  Jones  is 
alhe  somewhere  in  hiding.” 

Thus  theorizing  the  Bradys  strolled  along  the  beach 

Suddenly  Harry  called  the  old  detective’s  attention  to  a 


10 


T1IE  BRADYS  AT  THE  BEACH 


light  steam  yacht  which  was  trying  to  make  an  anchorage 
just  oh  shore. 

“Somebody  is  coming  ashore/’  he  said.' 

‘‘That  is  plain.”  ' 

‘'There  comes  the  boat.  There  are  two  men  in  it.”  Harry 
shaded  his  eves  with  his  hand. 

Then  he  gave  a  great  start. 

“Jupiter !”  he  gasped.  “Get  out  of  sight  here  somewhere, 
partner.  We  know  those  two  men.  They  are  David  Strong 
and  Colonel  Gardner.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  surprised. 

“What ?”  he  ejaculated,  “are  you  sure  of  that  ?” 

“I  am.” 

“Your  eyesight  is  good?” 

“It  neVer  fails  me.”  I 

“What  can  those  two  rogues  want  here?  Can  you  guess?” 

“Yo:  that  is  for  us  to  find  out.” 

The  detectives  crouched  down  behind  a  huge  boulder. 
The  row-boat  came  through  the  surf  and  was  beached. 

The  two  occupants  leaped  out.  Strong  secured  the  boat 
with  a  small  rope  and  anchor.  • 

Then  leisurely  the  two  yachtsmen  came  up  the  beach. 
They  halted  within  a  few  yards  of  the  detectives. 

“There  is  the  house,”  said  Strong.  “It  is  one  of  the 
finest  places  at  the  beach.”  * 

“Yes,  it  looks  to  be  a  fine  place,”  declared  Gardner.  “So 
that  is  where  lives  the  wbinan  I  oncb  loved.  She  is  now  a 
widow.  I  wonder  would  she  remember  me.” 

“Why  don’t  you  call  on  her?” 

“Do  you  think  that  would  be  vengeance  just  now?  Oh, 
you  do  not  know.  She  would  hardly  care  to  meet  me  just 
now.” 

Gardner  grated  his  teeth  and  then  rejoined : 

“However,  I  am  going  to  walk  nearer.  All  this  may 
seem  like  nonsense  to  you,  Strong,  but  I  can  tell  you  that  a 
love  which  has  burned  in  one’s  bosom  for  thirty  years  with¬ 
out  quenching  is  no  light  matter.” 

“Go  ahead,  partner,”  said  Strong.  “I  will  wait  for  you.” 

Strong  strolled  down  to  the  water’s  edge  and  got  into 
the  boat. 

» 

He  reclined  upon  the  thwarts  and  gazed  seaward.  Gardner 
walked  slowlv  along  the  beach. 

All  this  had  interested  the  Bradys  very  much. 

Thev  followed  Colonel  Gardner  almost  to  the  shadow  of 
the  bath  house.  Here  the  colonel  sat  down  in  the  cover  of 
a  boulder  and  continued  to  watch  the  house. 

He  had  not  sat  there  long  before  a  startling  thing  hap¬ 
pened. 


CHAPTER  VI.  ' 

AFTER  MANY  YEARS. 

Colonel  Gardner’s  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  house.  The 
hath  house  buildings  shut  him  from  the  view  of  anyone 
coming  up  the  beach  from  Long  Branch. 


The  detectives  were  hovering  behind  a  sand  dune. 

They  were  waiting  for  the  next  move  in  the  game. 

And  it  came  very  suddenly  and  unexpectedly. 

From  their  position  they  had  an  unobstructed  view  of 
the  beach  for  some  few  hundred  yards  beyond. 

Suddenly  Harry  gave  a  start. 

A  figure  had  come  into  view  on  the  strip  of  beach. 

It  was  a  woman. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  the  young  detective,  “do  you  see 
her?”  %  ♦ 

Old  King  Brady  gasped.  • 

“It  is  Mrs.  Jones!” 

“She  is  coming  to  find  us.” 

“She  will  walk  right  onto  Gardner  before  she  knows  it.” 

The  Bradys  almost  held  their  breath.  What  would  be  the 
outcome  of  this? 

They  were  powerless  to  prevent  the  meeting  even  had 
they  desired  to  do  so. 

So  they  waited  with  interest. 

Mrs.  Jones  came  along  at  a  rapid  pace.  She  seemed  to 
be  looking  anxiously  for  the  detectives. 

Straight  on  she  came  until  her  crunching  footsteps  caused 
Gardner  to  turn  his  head. 

At  the  same  moment  she  saw  him. 

He  was  upon  his  feet  in  an  instant.  There  they  stood 
staring  at  each  other  strangely. 

Mrs.  Jones  was  white  as  driven  snow.  Gardner  was 
flushed  and  hot  with  excitement. 

One  word  dropped  from  his  lips. 

“Harriet!” 

She  did  not  at  once  speak.  Gradually  the  color  came 
back  into  her  face. 

“Surely,  you  have  not  forgotten  me,  Harriet,  though 
thirty  years  have  passed  and  my  hair  is  gray,  while  yours 
is  still  fresh  and  young.” 

“Have  you  come  for  vengeance?”  she  asked. 

“Why  that  question?” 

“Because  if  you  have  you  are  forestalled.  He  is  dead!” 

“I  have  heard  the  whole  storv,”  said  Gardner.  “I  arrived 
only  yesterday  and  my  old-time  schoolmate,  David  Strong, 
who  waits  for  me  in  the  boat  back  there,  told  me  all.” 

“Then  I  can  add  nothing.” 

“Unless  you  so  choose!” 

Her  face  suddenly  flushed. 

“The  past  is  buried,”  she  said.  “It  can  never  be  resur¬ 
rected.  I  hope  you  have  not  come  here  for  rhat.” 

He  seemed  to  shudder.  j 

That  was  not  what  brought  me  to  America,”  he  said. 
l‘I  have  had  no  news  of  you  in  a  score  of  years.  I  tired  of 
that  terrible  tropical  life  and  longed  to  once  more  see  mv 
native  land.  1  did  not  know  that  you  were  even  alive  yet. 
I  will  confess  that  my  first  thought  when  I  sailed  into  the 
harbor  of  Yew  ^  ork  was  of  those  old  days  of  that  might 
have  been,  which  never  was,  and — alas!  never  can  be.” 

Her  eyes  fell. 

“Friendship  is  more  enduring  and  less  torturesome  than 
love,”  she  said. 
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“Then  we  may  yet  claim  friendship ?” 

He  spoke  eagerly. 

She  lifted  her  eyes  and  replied : 

“1  have  always  hoped  to  have  you  as  a  friend.  I  know 
that  I  once  wrung  your  heart.  I  have  suffered  as  well  as 

VOU.”  ' 

*  % 

“Then  von  did  love  me — ” 

* 

She  put  up  her  hand. 

“Love  is  a  subject  of  which  we  must  never  speak,”  she 
said.  “I  married  Holland  Jones.  Society  called  it  a  fitting 
match.  1  have  done  my  duty  by  my  husband  and  children. 
Cod  has  not  asked  more  of  any  human  being.” 

The  Bradys  had  listened  to  all  this  with  the  deepest  of 
interest. 

It  was  easy  to  understand  the  situation  now. 

It  was  the  old  story  of  a  lovers’  quarrel,  of  separation, 
and  a  hasty  marriage  for  petty  revenge,  and  years  upon 
years  of  bitter  repenting  at  leisure. 

“They  tell  me — your — husband  was  murdered,”  ventured 
Gardner. 

“He  was  the  victim  of  an  assassin,”  replied  Mrs.  Jones. 
“1  am  doing  all  in  my  power  to  avenge  his  fate.” 

“I  trust  vou  will  succeed.” 

«/ 

Gardner  began  to  move  away.  The  woman  trembled  like 
an  aspen. 

He  backed  slowly  away.  She  looked  seaward.  No  word 
of  farewell  was  spoken. 

Presently  he  turned  sharply  on  his  heel  and  strode  rapidly 
away.  Then  Mrs.  Jones,  with  an  effort,  turned  to  walk 
up  the  path  to  her  home. 

“Follow  her!”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  will  rejoin  you 
later.” 

“All  right.” 

The  old  detective  crept  after  Gardner.  The  South 
African  traveler  joined  Strong,  and  pushing  out  into  the 
surf,  rowed  back  to  the  yacht. 

Presently  its  sails  filled  and  it  glided  away. 

•  Then  Old  King  Brady  returned  to  the  bath  houses. 

He  walked  up  the  plank  walk  to  the  house  above. 

Mrs.  Jones  and  Harry  sat  on  the  piazza.  She  was  very 
pale. 

“You  were  seeking  us,  Mrs.  Jones?”  asked  the  detective. 

“Yes,”  replied  Mrs.  Jones  in  a  weak  voice.  “And  while 
doing  so  I  chanced  upon  a  surprising  adventure.” 

“Mrs.  Jones  has  told  me  of  her  meeting  with  Colonel 
Gardner,”  sa^d  Harry. 

Old  King  Brady  raised  his  eyebrows. 

“Ah!”  he  said,  “you  did  not  expect  to  meet  him  here  at 
this  time?” 

“It  was  a  great  surprise  to  me.” 

“Do  you  note  any  coincidence  in  his  visit  to  America 
at  this  time?” 

“Xo.  T  ascribe  no  motives  to  Colonel  Gardner.  He  is 
thoroughly  a  man  of  honor.  Besides,  he  sailed  from  Cape 
Town  before  this  crime  occurred.” 

“Xow,  Mrs.  Jones,”  said  Old  King  Brady  pointedly,  “T 
want  to  ask  you  a  very  personal  question.” 


“I  will  answer  it,”  she  said. 

“Very  good!  Tell  me  if  you  ever  really  loved  Colonel 
Gardner?” 

“When  I  was  young  before  I  married  Holland  Jones,  we 
were  betrothed.” 

“Ah,  what  broke  the  betrothal?” 

With  an  effort  she  replied: 

“I  know  it  is  necessary  for  me  to  tell  you  the  secret  of 
my  life.  There  was  a  quarrel  between  Sam  and  me.  We 
separated  and  I  married  Holland  Jones  in  a  fit  of  pique. 
I  was  wrong.  The  truth  came  out  afterwards.  An  atrocious 
falsehood  of  my  husband,  a  game  of  deception  caused  the 
estrangement. 

“I  did  not  learn  this  until  after  my  marriage.  I  de¬ 
spised  my  husband  thereafter,  though  I  have  always  been 
a  true  wife.  When  Colonel  Gardner  learned  the  truth  he 
confronted  my  husband.  There  was  to  have  been  a  duel.  I 
frustrated  it.  Then  Colonel  Gardner  went  to  Africa.  That 
is  all.” 

The  Bradys  were  silent. 

Their  sympathy  went  out  to  this  noble  woman  who  had 
suffered  in  silence  for  so  many  years. 

A  short  while  later  they  were  about  to  take  their  leave 
when  Mrs.  Jones  exclaimed : 

“  Oh,  I  forgot  the  matter  which  I  was  hurrying  to  see  you 
about.  Just  now  I  received  in  the  mail  a  very  odd  letter. 
Will  you  read  iff?” 

The  detectives  took  the  missive. 

The  paper  was  of  a  cheap  variety.  It  was  post  marked 
at  New  York.  Old  King  Brady  studied  the  chirography. 

It  was  coarse  and  irregular.  There  was  no  disguising  the 
fact  that  it  was  an  assumed  hand. 

Thus  the  letter  read: 

“Deer  Maddam: — 

“If  you  want  yure  husband’s  boddy  yu  can  hev  it  fer  one 
thousand  dollars  cash.  If  you  don’t  take  this  offer  we  will 
burn  it  too  ashes.  Meet  me  at  the  bath  house  Friday  night 
at  ten  o’clock  with  the  money.  If  yu  try  any  game  yu  won’t 
find  me  there.  Yures  trooly, 

“The  Man  of  Iron/’ 

Very  carefully  the  two  detectives  studied  this  epistle. 

“Had  I  not  better  accept  those  terms  and  recover  the 
body?”  asked  Mrs.  Jones  anxiously.  “We  can  trap  those 
fellows  afterwards.” 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  grimly. 

“Be  there  at  that  hour  if  you  choose,”  he  said,  “but  you’ll 
find  nobody  there.” 

“You  think  so?” 

“I  know  it !” 

“Why  not?” 

“Easy  enough!  This  letter  is  a  very  clever  blind  to 
make  you  think  your  husband  was  murdered.” 

“Murdered  !”  exclaimed  Mrs.  Jones  testily.  “Is  there  not 
every  evidence  that  he  was  murdered?” 

The  Bradys  hesitated. 

Then  Old  King  Bradv  said: 
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“We  may  as  well  tell  you  the  truth,  Mrs.  Jones,”  he 
said.  “We  have  pretty  conclusive  evidence  that  your  hus¬ 
band  was  not  murdered.” 

“  But — the  blood  stains — his  disappearance — ” 

“  Is  all  a  hoax  !” 

Mrs.  .Jones  was  mystified. 

“How  do  you  make  that  out?”  she  asked. 

“Very  simply.  We  have  taken  the  blood  to  a  chemist. 
He  has  found  that  the  corpuscles  are  not  those  of  a  human 
being,  but  of  some  animal,  possibly  a  sheep.” 

The  effect  of  this  upon  Mrs.  Jones  was  startling. 

A  strange  light  shone  in  her  eyes. 

She  leaned  forward  and  in  a  rigid  voice  said : 

“Are  you  very  sure  of  this?” 

“We  are !” 

She  arose  and  walked  up  and  down  the  piazza.  This 
was  no  ordinary  woman  as  the  detectives  realized. 

Finally  she  halted. 

“I  understand  you  now,”  she  said,  “but  I  interpose  no 
objection  to  your  proceeding  to  the  furthest  extent  of  the 
law.  I  want  justice.” 

“And  you  shall  have  it,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “But 
tell  us :  Have  you  an  inkling  of  the  identity  of  the  woman 
in  this  case?” 

“The  woman?” 

“Yes.” 

Mrs.  Jones’  lips  were  white.  With  an  effort  she  com¬ 
posed  herself. 

“I  have  had  reason  to  suspect  a  variety  actress  in  New 
York.  A  woman  who  goes  under  the  name  of  Fannie 
Leslie.” 

The  Bradys  gave  a  start. 

“Enough,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “We  have  the 
clew.  We  know  the  woman.  Keep  dark  and  wait.  You 
shall  have  justice,  Mrs.  Jones.” 

i 


CHAPTER  VII. 

SURPRISING  DEVELOPMENTS. 

A  few  moments  later  the  Bradys  were  on  their  way  to  get 
the  boat  to  New  York. 

“What  did  I  tell  you?”  said  Old  King  Brady  triumph¬ 
antly.  “I  knew  well  there  was  a  woman  in  this  case.” 

“Well,  lam  glad  we  have  located  her,”  said  Harry.  “I 
think  we  shall  get  along  rapidly  now.” 

“Indeed,  we  will.” 

“One  thing  puzzles  me,  though.” 

“What?” 

“I  cannot  understand  the  friendship  of  this  man  Gardner 
for  Strong.  In  my  opinion,  the  secretary  is  a  dishonest 
rascal.” 

“Perhaps  Gardner  does  not  know  that.  He  has  declared 
that  Strong  was  an  old  schoolmate  and  probably  trusts  him 
on  that  score.” 


“Ah,  well,  we  may  look  for  developments  very  shortly. 
Let  us  look  this  Leslie  woman  up  first  of  all.” 

“I  believe  she  has  been  playing  at  an  uptown  theatre  last 
winter.” 

“Yes,  she  frequents  the  Waldorf-Astoria.  We  will  have 
no  trouble  in  finding  her,  I  am  sure.” 

The  detectives  reached  New  York  in  the  middle  of  the 
afternoon. 

They  at  once  proceeded  to  headquarters  to  make  a  report. 

As  they  entered,  the  chief  cried: 

“By  Jove!  I  am  glad  you  fellows  have  come.  I  have 
a  clew  for  you.” 

“A  clew  to  the  Long  Branch  mystery?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“  A  woman  came  here  to-day  who  says  she  has  positive 
information  of  the  disposition  of  Mr.  Jones’  body  by  his 

assassins.” 

The  detectives  were  astounded. 

“Who  is  the  woman?” 

“She  is  a  very  beautiful  actress.  Her  name  is  Fannie 
Leslie.” 

“Fannie  Leslie!”  gasped  Old  King  Brady.  Then  he 
looked  at  Harry. 

“Tell  us  all  about  it,”  he  said  to  the  chief  as  he  sank  into 
a  chair. 

“Miss  Leslie  says  that  a  friend  of  hers  overheard  a  very 
important  conversation  between  two  men  in  a  Broadway 
cafe.  They  made  a  complete  revelation  of  the  murder  which 
was  committed  by  two  Bowery  crooks  for  the  sake  of 
robbery.” 

“And  the  body — ” 

“Is  sunk  in  a  marsh  about  two  miles  from  Elberon.  The 
spot  is  marked  by  a  dead  tree,  and  is  at  the  mouth  of  a  salt 
water  creek.” 

The  two  detectives  received  this  information  with  strange 
sensations. 

Here  was  a  development  in  this  strangest  of  strange  cases 
which  put  a  new  face  on  matters. 

“And  the  Leslie  woman  brought  that  story  here?”  asked 
Old  King  Brady. 

“Yes.  What  do  you  think  of  it?” 

“We  have  nothing  to  say  just  now.  Before  taking  further 
steps  we  will  try  and  recover  that  body.” 

“Good  !  T  hope  you  will  succeed.” 

“One  word  more,”  said  Harry.  “Where  Miss  Leslie 
stopping?” 

"No.  - West  Thirty-fourth  street.  She  is  shortly  to 

go  on  a  trip  abroad.” 

The  two  detectives  arose. 

“Report  as  soon  as  possible,”  said  the  chief. 

“We  will  do  so!” 

The}r  left  the  office. 

They  boarded  an  uptown  Broadway  car  and  alighted  at 
Herald  Square. 

Tt  was  no  difficult  matter  to  find  the  number  on  Thirty- 
fourth  street.  Tt  was  a  fashionable  boarding  house. 
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A  trim  maid  answered  the  ring  at  the  bell.  N 

The  Bradys  sent  up  their  cards. 

Presently  word  came  back: 

V 

“Miss  Leslie  will  see  you  in  her  apartments.” 

A  moment  later  the  detectives  were  in  a  daintily  furnished 

room.  The  odor  of  violets  was  in  the  air. 

*  % 

Miss  1  ^eslie,  the  petite  actress,  the  favorite  of  the  foot¬ 
lights,  sat  in  an  easy  chair,  while  a  couple  of  maids  flitted 
back  and  forth  in  an  adjoining  room. 

“I  can  only  repeat  the  story  I  gave  to  the  chief,’'  said 
the  actress.  “A  friend  of  mine  who  does  not  want  his  name 
coupled  with  the  affair,  told  me  of  it. 

“1  thought  it  of  sufficient  value  to  give  to  the  officers 
of  the  law.  I  hope  it  will  afford  a  full  solution  of  the 
mystery.” 

* 

“Will  you  confide  your  friend's  name  to  us?”  asked  Old 
King  Brady. 

O  v 

‘‘Under  no  circumstances,”  replied  the  actress. 

“But  you  are  thwarting  the  ends  of  justice.” 

“In  what  manner?” 

“It  would  be  of  advantage  to  us  to  consult  with  your 
friend  and  learn  just  what  his  opinion  is.” 

“His  opinion  is  mine.” 

“Yes,  but  he  could  perhaps  give  us  a  clew  as.  to  the 
identity  of  the  two  assassins.” 

'  “Xo;  I  tried  to  get  that  from  him.  He  declared  it  was 
impossible.  He  does  not  wish  to  be  mixed  up  in  the  affair.” 

“Do  you  know  any  of  the  principals ?” 

The  woman  hesitated. 

“Well,  I  once  knew  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jones.  It  was  when 
I^vas  in  society  and  before  I  went  on  the  stage.” 

“This,  then,  is  all  the  clew  you  can  give  us?” 

“It  is.” 

The  detectives  took  their  departure. 

“Well,”  said  Harry  brusquely.  “What  do  you  think  of 
it?” 

“I  am  puzzled.  If  there  is  really  a  body  buried  at  the 
point  named,  whose  can  it  be  ?” 

“Perhaps  a  substitute.  Maybe  an  anatomical  subject.” 

“In  that  case  it  will  be  mutilated  beyond  recognition.” 

“Yes.” 

The  next  morning  early  the  Bradys  again  went  down  to 
Long  Branch. 

Thev  procured  the  coroner  and  made  search  for  the  lo¬ 
cality  described  by  Fannie  Leslie. 

There  was  no  difficulty  whatever  in  finding  it. 

The  swamp  was  dragged  and  soon  gave  up  its  secret.  From 
the  dank  grasses  there  emerged  the  stiffened  and  naked 
corpse  of  a  man. 

He  was  of  the  same  height  and  build  as  Mr.  Jones. 

But  the  head  and  face  were  battered  beyond  recognition. 

Both  hands  and  both  feet  had  been,  cut  off  and  were 
rni-dng.  The  body  was  so  stained  and  discolored  with 
putrefaction  that  positive  identification  could  not  be  made. 

But  it  was  taken  to  the  coroner’s  Ind  kept  for  future  use. 

The  report  spread  like  wildfire. 

A  tremendous  sensation  was  created  by  the  news  that  the 


body  of  the  missing  millionaire  had  been  found  in  a  marsh. 

The  mystery  of  his  disappearance  now  seemed  solved  to 
the  public  mind. 

But  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the  Bradys  were 
not  convinced. 

They  were  exceedingly  interested,  however,  to  know  whose 
body  it  was,  if  not  that  of  Jones. 

If  an  anatomical  subject,  the  purveyors  of  it  had  certainly 
succeeded  in  obtaining  a  man  of  about  the  right  size  to 
compare  with  Jones. 

Mrs.  Jones  viewed  the  remains  but  was  unable  to  identify 
them. 

And  thus  matters  stood. 

At  this  juncture  a*  very  strange  thing  happened. 

There  was  another  disappearance. 

This  time  it  was  David  Strong,  the  private  secretary  of 
the  murdered  man. 

He  had  dropped  suddenly  out  of  sight,  leaving  no  trace 
behind  him.  The  lawyers  who  had  taken  charge  of  Mr. 
Jones’  estate,  found  a  good  reason  for  this. 

Valuable  securities  of  the  missing  millionaire’s  had  been 
pledged  by  the  dishonest  secretary. 

It  was  found  that  nearly  every  available  bit  t$f  property 
had  been  converted  into  cash,  either  by  Strong  or  Jones,  and 
the  family  was  left  with  only  Mrs.  Jones’  private  fortune  of 
less  than  one  hundred  thousand  dollars. 

That  Strong  had  departed  with  his  yacht  was  certain,  for 
the  craft  was  missing.  I 

Then  other  facts  began  to  come  to  light. 

It  was  discovered  that  he  had  long  enjoyed  the  fair 
favor  of  one  of  the  higher  class  demi-monde  belles  of  Xew 
Yrork,  known  as  Janet  Foster. 

The  Foster  woman  was  also  missing. 

Putting  two  and  two  together,  it  was  easy  to  form 
conclusions. 

Ugly  rumors  began  to  circulate  that  Strong  might  be  con¬ 
cerned  in  the  murder  of  Jones. 

Thus  matters  were,  when  one  day,  as  the  Bradys  sat  in 
the  office  conferring  with  the  chief  a  visitor  was  announced. 

As  he  entered,  the  Bradys  gave  a  thrilled  start. 

He  was  no  other  than  Colonel  Gardner. 

The  South  African  traveler  quickly  stated  the  purpose  of 
his  visit. 

“I  have  come  here  to  seek  detective  service,”  he  said.  “I 
want  to  say  that  David  Strong  was  always  my  friend  and  up 
to  the  present  moment  I  have  believed  him  a  man  of  honor. 

“But  I  now  know  that  he  is  a  scoundrel.  I  believe  that 
Mrs.  Jones  should  have  justice.  She  has  been  robbed  of  her 
husband  and  her  property  and  Strong  may  be  at  the  bot¬ 
tom  of  it  all. 

“I  want  a  smart  detective  to  assist  me  in  tracking  down 
the  scoundrel.  But  it  must  be  a  secret  mission  and  Mrs. 
Jones  must  never  know  of  my  connection  with  it.” 

Old  King  Brady  turned  and  said : 

“You  are  Colonel  Gardner?” 

“Yes.” 

“You  wore  once  a  suitor  of  Mrs.  Jones’.” 
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The  colonel  flushed. 

“That  is  of  no  importance/’  he  said. 

“1  speak  of  it  to  let  you  know  that  we  are  possessed  of 
all  the  facts  in  this  case.  We  are  doing  all  that  is  possible 
to  solve  the  mystery.” 

The  colonel’s  face  lit  up. 

“And  you  have  prospect  of  success?” 

“Yes.” 

“  Good !  I  wish  to  say  that  I  am  a  wealthy  man  and 
willing  to  pay  a  large  reward.”  f 

“That  is  not  necessary,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are 
in  this  game  to  win.  I  think  a  few  days  now  will  see 
some  surprising  developments.” 

“I  shall  wait  with  deep  interest.  Tf  you  wish  to  see  me 
at  any  time,  I  am  at  the  Waldorf-Astoria.” 

“We  will  bear  it  in  mind.” 

With  this  Colonel  Gardner  took  his  departure 

,  \ 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

•»  \ 

i  ,  v-"'  /.  .  r 

*  PICKING  UP  THE  THREADS. 

.  \  ■  r 

“There  are  just  two  honest  people  in  this  whole  affair,” 
said  Old  King  Brady,  “and  they  are  Colonel  Gardner  and 
Mrs.  Jones.” 

“And  but  for  the  dishonesty  of  the  supposed  victim  of 
this  case  they  would  have  been  living  happily  together  to¬ 
day  and  all  these  events  would  never  have  happened.” 

“It  is  certainly  a  pathetic  as  well  as  interesting  case,”  said 
the  chief.  “Now,  where  clo  you  think  Strong  has  gone?” 

“I  have  a  theory,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“What  is  it?” 

The  old  detective  knit  his  brows.  ♦ 

“There  is  no  doubt  but  that  the  body  found  in  the 
marsh,  and  of  whose  location  Miss  Leslie  so  adroitly  gave  us 
information,  is  a  substitute. 

“We  will  assume  that.*  Jones  then  is  alive  and  is  hiding 
somewhere.  He  proposes  to  bury  his  identity  as  Jones 
forever. 

“He  will  go  abroad  with  this  actress  and  live  an  entirely 
new  life.  His  wife  and  family  he  will  never  further  con¬ 
cern  himself  about. 

“This  is  the  plot.  Now,  Strong’s  case  is  parallel  in  one 
respect.  He  also  makes  his  exit  with  a  woman  of  question¬ 
able  character.  But  he  leaves  no  family  behind  him. 

“Now,  how  do  we  know  but  that  Strong  and  his  em¬ 
ployer  are  in  collusion  in  this  scheme.  The  disposition  of 
property  shows  that  Strong  really  had  power  of  attorney. 

“There  are  other  bits  of  proof.  Strong  has  departed  to 
some  agreed  upon  point  with  his  yacht.  There  he  will,  per¬ 
haps,  be  joined  by  Jones  and  his  fair  charmer.  Then  they 
have  the  world  before  them. 

“Strong  having  no  family  to  sacrifice  can  defy  society. 
Holland  Jones,  the  millionaire,  is  dead,  murdered  by 
thieves  and  his  body  cast  into  a  marsh.  Resurrected,  it  is 
buried  and  his  obituary  written. 


“But  Holland  Jones  alive  sails  to  a  far  land,  lives  under 
another  name,  enjoys  a  new  life  and  has  forever  wiped  out 
the  past  and  the  family  for  which  he  ceased  to  care.” 

The  chief  and  Harry  listened  spellbound. 

“On  my  word,  Brady,”  said  the  chief,  “that  is  a  wonder¬ 
ful  hypothesis  I  believe  you  have  hit  the  truth.” 

“Allowing  it  to  be  the  truth,  what  course  may  we  pur¬ 
sue?”  asked  Harry. 

“So  far,  no  enormous  crime  has  been  committed,”  said 
Old  King  Brady.  “It  is  not  murder,  but  a  villainous  bit  of 
deception. 

“Now,  I  am  interested  enough  in  thg  matter  to  track 
down  the  deceiver  and  bring  him  back  to  his  family.” 

“Perhaps  it  is  a  mercy  to  them  to  allow  him  to  go,”  said 
the  chief. 

“There  is  redress  for  Mrs.  Jones  in  the  divorce  courts,” 
said  Old  King  Brady.  “Our  immediate  course,  however, 
is  simply  to  shadow  Fannie  Leslie. 

“When  she  leaves  town  we  must  be  on  her  track,  for  she 
will  surely  guide  us  to  the  hiding  place  of  Jones.” 

“Correct!”  cried  Harry,  “the  case  is  simmered  down 
simply  to  tracking  down  Jones  and  Strong.” 

“There  you  are  !”  agreed  the  old  detective.  “The  mystery 
of  the  bath  house  is  certainly  solved.” 

So,  indeed,  it  seemed. 

But  the  case  was  not  yet  finished.  At  least  so  the  Bradys 
were  pleased  to  decide. 

The  identity  of  the  unknown  man  found  in  the  marsh 
had  not  as  vet  been  established. 

He  might  or  might  not  have  been  an  anatomical  subject 
placed  there  to  deceive  the  detectives.  •  • 

There  was  no  certainty  that  he  was  not  the  victim  of  a 
foul  murder.  Oh,  no,  the  case  was  by  no  means  solved. 
The  Bradys  saw  great  developments  ahead. 

When  they  left  the  chiefs  office  it  was  with  a  well  de¬ 
fined  plan  of  action. 

They  knew  that  Fannie  Leslie  was  the  one  now  most 
likely  to  lead  them  to  a  solution  of  the  mystery. 

If  she  was  really  in  the  game  with  Jones  she  would  make 
an  attempt  to  join  him  sooner  or  later. 

This  the  Bradys  believed  would  be  their  opportunity. 

They  knew  that  she  lived  at  an  uptown  hotel  in  the 
fashionable  quarters  of  the  city. 

It  was  in  order,  therefore,  to  shadow  her  closelv, 

t  '  v 

They  took  an  uptown  car  and  proceeded  a i  once  to  this 
hotel. 


Making  inquiry  at  the  office  the  Bradvs  learned  a  start¬ 
ling  fact. 

“Miss  Leslie  has  gone,”  declared  the  clerk. 

“Gone?”  gasped  Old  King  Brady. 

“Yes,  sir !” 

“Where?” 

1  don  t  know,  sir.  Out  on  the  road  again,  I  suppose.” 

“Was  not  her  departure  rather  sudden?” 

Oh,  1  don  t  know,  h  on  can’t  tell  anything  about  the¬ 
atrical  people.  1  hey  are  birds  of  passage,  here  to-day, 
somewhere  else  to-morrow.” 
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••1  gut^<  that's  right/1 ’  said  the  old  detective.  “Did  she 
take  all  her  effects?" 

“Yes,  her  trunks,  two  maids,  a  parrot  and  two  % dogs. 
Everything  is  gone." 

“Whew!”  exclaimed  Harry,  “She  traveled  in  style.” 

The  clerk  nodded  in  a  knowing  way. 

“Why  shouldn't  she?  Rich  old  cove  to  pay  her  bills. 
Spend  money  like  water.  Anybody  could  live  like  that  ” 
“Well,  I  should  sav!  Where  do  you  suppose  she  has 

CM 

goner 

“I  haven't  the  least  idea.  If  you  talk  with  the  porters 
maybe  they  can  tell  you  what  express  company  took  her 
trunks  and  to  what  depot.” 

“Thanks,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We’ll  try  it.” 

The  Bradys  now  descended  upon  the  hotel  porters. 
They  had  better  luck  than  they  had  hoped. 

“It  was  the  West  Side' Express  Company  took  her  trunks, 
boss,"  said  one  of  the  porters.  “I  remember  Jeff  Smith 
was  the  driver.” 

“Where  can  we  find  him?” 

“Go  right  out  here  to  the  corner  and  you’ll  find  their 
office.  Jest  ask  for  Jeff  Smith.” 

The  detectives  lost  no  time. 

They  found  the  express  office  and  inquired  for  Smith. 
As  luck  had  it  he  was  present. 

“Yas,”  he  said,  “  I  remember  the  leddy  well.  We  took  the 
trunks  over  to  wharf  E  in  the  North  River.” 

“Ah!  What  line  of  steamer  goes  out  from  that  wharf?” 
“Don’t  none  go  out  from  there  that  I  know  of.” 

“And  you  left  the  trunks  there?” 

•  “Yes.” 

•  /  • 

“But  is  there  no  vessel  makes  a  landing  there?” 

“  ’Taint  no  passenger  line  that  I  knows  on.  Do  you, 
Mister  Jenks?” 

“Nope  !  Schooners  sometimes  docks  there,  that’s  all.” 
“And  that’s  all  you  know  about  it?” 

“All,  'boss !” 

The  Bradys  were  puzzled.  They  lost  no  time  in  board¬ 
ing  a  downtown  car. 

They  made  their  way  to  wharf  E.  They  found  it  partly 
occupied  with  piles  of  lumber. 

A  schooner  lay  in  the  slip. 

The  Bradys  at  once  made  inquiries  of  every  lounger  and 
longshoreman  on  the  wharf. 

For  a  long  time  they  were  unable  to  hit  op  a  clew.  Then 

they  found  the  wharf  watchman. 

“Oh,  yes  !”  he  said,  “I  recomember  now,  that  some  trunks 
was  dumped  here  an’  a  feller  settled  wharfage  wid  me  an’ 
took  ther  stuff  away  in  a  small  boat.  That’s  all.” 
“Humph  !  When  was  this  ?” 

“Yesterday  afternoon.’ 

The  detectives  looked  at  each  other  with  dismay. 

*“We  are  beaten,”  said  Harry. 

“Xo/’  said  Old  King  Brady  resolutely.  “We’ll  not  give 
up  wet.” 

TV-  Bradys  made  all  possible  inquiries  about  the  boat 
and  its  occupants,  but  nothing  further  could  be  learned. 


“I  could  only  see  that  it  was  a,  small  boat  with  a.  pair  of 
oars,”  said  the  watchman.  “It  mought  hev  been  a  yacht 
tender.” 

The  Bradys  finally  left  the  wharf.  They  now  proceeded 
to  visit  the  steamer  office. 

But  no  person  answering  to  Fannie  Leslie’s  name  or  de¬ 
scription  had  engaged  passage. 

The  detectives  even  went  to  Jersey  City  and  looked  up 
the  Pullman  car  lists  on  all  southbound  trains.  Not  a  clew 
was  found. 

“Well,  I'll  be  hanged!”  growled  Harry.  “This  is  too 
bad.  There  must  be  a  clew  somewhere.” 

“Well,  let’s  do  some  reasoning,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  know- that  she  has  left  New  York,  Her  trunks  were 
taken  from  a  free  wharf  by  a  yacht’s  tender.  Now,  what 
are  we  to  assume?”  ^ 

“That  they  were  taken  aboard  some  private  vessel.” 

“Just  so!” 

“Then  she  has  gone  with  Strong  aboard  his  yacht.  You 
can  be  sure  of  that,”  declared  Harry. 

“Why  Strong’s  yacht?” 

“He  has  a  yacht  and  he  has  no  doubt  employed  it  as  a 
safe  means  of  flight.” 

“But  we  are  led  to  believe  that  Strong’s  inamorata  was 
Janet  Foster,  the  concert  hall  singer.” 

“Ah!  I  see  the  wdiole  thing  now.  It  is  even  money 
that  all  four  have  gone  on  Strory^  yacht.  Jones  and  his 
lady  love,  and  Strong  with  his.” 

Old  King  Brady  was  bound  to  admit  that  there  was  logic 
in  this  assumption. 

Yet,  there  were  other  reasons  for  disbelieving  it.  There 
was  as  yet  no  evidence  that  Strong  and  his  employer  were 
in  collusion. 

Thus  they  were  engaged  in  consultation,  when  suddenly 
a  voice  sounded  at  Old  King  Brady’s  elbow. 

“Ah,  gentlemen,  I  am  glad  to  come  upon  you.  I  am 
sure  you  are  trying  to  solve  the  mystery  of  Long  Branch.'’ 

It  was  Colonel  Gardner. 

“That  is  the  truth,  sir,”  replied  the  old  detective  as  he 
pressed  the  colonel's  hand,  “but  we  are  much  befogged.” 

“Indeed,  I  cannot  wonder.  There  is  no  doubt  but  that 
Holland  Jones  has  proved  himself  the  greatest  rascal  of 
the  day.” 

“He  has  certainly  created  the  greatest  tangle  of  mystery 
on  record  for  many  a  day,”  said  Harry. 

“Well,”  said  Gardner,  “perhaps  I  can  help  you.  I  have 
just  a  faint  clew.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  HIDDEN  CRIME. 

The  detectives  heard  this  with  the  deepest  of  interest. 
“You  are  just  the  man  we  are  looking  for  if  you  have 
any  sort  of  a  clew,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“I  am  sorry  to  say  it  is  but  slight — and  you  may  not 
esteem  it  of  value.” 
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“Do  not  sav  that.  Sometimes  the  slightest  clews  bring 
about  the  greatest  results.” 

“Well,  1  will  say  that  from  the  first  1  have  been  deeply 
interested  in  this  case.  1  was  a  school  friend  of  Mrs.  Jones, 
and  in  this,  her  hour  of  trouble,  1  am  trying  to  serve  her.” 

“We  understand  that,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “She  has 
told  us  the  story  of  her  past  life.” 

“No  nobler  woman  or  truer  wife  ever  lived,”  said 
Gardner. 

“That  is  beyond  doubt.” 

“Now,  1  mean  to  devote  my  life  to  righting  this  wrong 
put  upon  her.” 

“A  noble  purpose.” 

“No,  it  is  a  duty  I  owe  her,  for  the  sake  of  old  friendship. 
I  have  been  busy  myself  playing  detective,  and  I  have 
stumbled  upon  a  fact  which  may  prove  important.” 

“Ah!”  said  Old  King  Brady  with  interest.  “What  is 
it?” 

“It  is  a  fact,  no  doubt  known  to  you,  that  David  Strong 
has  had  full  charge  of  Mr.  Jones7  business  for  some  months 
past.” 

“Yes.” 

“Now,  Strong  has  greatly  disappointed  me.  I  always 
thought  him  a  man  of  honor  and  principle.  We  were  once 
warm  friends. 


“But  I  have  now  discovered  that  he  has  degenerated,  and 
has,  in  fact,  been  living  a  double  life  for  a  number  of  years 
past.  T  am  sure  there  is  a  woman  at  the  bottom  of  this.” 

“  Yes,77  said  Old  King  Brady,  “her  name  is  Janet  Foster.77 

“Ah,  you  know  it,  then.  Now,  I  have  learned  through 
Mrs.  Jones  of  the  important  visit  of  a  man  from  the  West, 
by  the  name  of  Stephen  Cardozo,  who  owned  vast  mines  in 
Arizona  with  Jones.  Indeed,  this  visit  concerned  these 
mines.  Cardozo  sought  to  purchase  Jones’  right  in  them. 
There  was  a  terrific  quarrel  over  the  matter. 

“Cardozo  came  down  to  Long  Branch  to  see  Jones.  Mrs. 
Jones  remembered  the  incident  well.  Jones  questioned  the 
right  of  Cardozo  in  the  mines.  The  Mexican  threatened 
Jones  with  law  proceedings. 

“Thus  matters  stood.  In  fact,  there  was  a  rumor  that  if 
Cardozo  carried  out  his  threat  it  would  carry  Jones  to  the 
wall.  But  the  lawsuit  never  came  off. 

“Jones  remained  master  of  the  mines.  The  stocks 
boomed.  The  confidence  of  the  people  was  restored  and 
all  blew  over.77 

“And  Cardozo — 77 


“Oh.  he  dropped  from  sight.  Nobody  ever  saw  him  again, 
either  in  New  York  or  Arizona.77 

The  detective  gazed  hard  at  Gardner. 

There  was  a  long  silence. 

“Well,”  said  Harry  finally,  “you  will  admit  that  was 


strange.7’ 


“A  great  many  people  thought  so.” 

“What  are  we  to  assume  from  it  ?”  asked  Old  King  Brady. 
“The  chief  thing  is  that  a  man  who  was  prominent  in' a 
great  financial  project  mysteriously  disappeared.  Tt  was  to 
he  great  advantage  of  Jones  that  he  did  so.77 


“And  did  Jones  then  become  full  owner  of  the  Arizona 
property?77 

“That  is  what  he  is  to-day.” 

“  But,  Cardozo — 77  * .  / 

Gardner  lowered  his  voice. 

“A  body  was  conveniently  found  in  the  marshy  shore  be¬ 
low  Long  Branch,  was  it  not  ?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.”  *  ‘ 

“It  wras  assumed  that  it  was  the  body  of  Holland  J^nes 
who  was  supposed  to  have  been  murdered  in  his  bath  house.” 

“Yes.” 

“What  if  some  mark  was  found  on  that  body  to  identify 
it  with  the  missing  Mexican.77 

For  a  moment  the  Bracks  stared  at  the  South  African. 

It  was  all  plain  enough  to  them. 

“I  see,77  said  Old  King  Brady  softly,  “the  woman  in  the 
case  was  not  the  sole  reason  for  Jones’  departure  from  the 
scene.” 

“No.  He  is  a  mi^rderer  as  true  as  we  stand  here  this 
moment.  That  Mexican  Cardozo  was  put  out  of  the  way. 
Jones  feared  an  inquiry  which  must  some  time  come. 

“He  saw  a  chance  to  seek  new  scenes  and  start  a  new 
life.  He  resolved  to  break  from  his  family,  his  home  and 
his  friends  and  in  such  a  manner  as  to  be  forever  effectual. 

“He  conceived  the  plan  of  inventing  a  murder  and  mys¬ 
terious  disposition  of  his  body,  cleverly  planning  that  his 
victim’s  body  should  be  mistaken  for  his. 

“Now  he  has  taken  his  wealth  and  the  mistress  of  his 
heart  and  fled.  Fortunately,  his  devilish  plan  has  betrayed 
itself  to  us.77 

Colonel  Gardner  spoke  slowly  and  convincingly. 

The  Bradys  were  as  well  assured  of  the  truth  as  he  was. 

“There  is  the  whole  case,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “but 
howT  shall  we  prove  that  the  disfigured  and  unrecognizable 
body  is  that  of  Cardozo  ?” 

“I  have  taken  a  step  to  provide  for  that,”  said  Gardner. 

“Ah,  what  is  it?77 

“In  the  first  place,  we  have  a  very  careful  description 
of  the  body.  I  visited  the  morgue  and  verified  it.  The  most 
likely  marks  of  identification  are  tattooed  anchors  on  the 
breast,  and  a  scar  of  a  bullet  wound  in  the  right  shoulder. 

“Now,  I  have  written  to  Arizona  to  learn  if  these  marks 
were  carried  by  Cardozo  to  anyone’s  knowledge.  If  so,  then 
we  have  the  body  identified.”  • 

“It  is  easy  to  see  that  it  is  not  that  of  Jones.77 

“Just  so!” 

“And  there  is  where  the  assassin  has  tripped  himself  up. 
It  is  strange  that  the  criminal,  no  matter  how  cunning,  al¬ 
ways  leaves  some  little  thing  undone  which  reveals  his  hand. 
Now,  if  Jones  had  let  the  body  alone — 77 

“He  might  have  carried  the  day.  At  least,  he  could  have 
held  the  mystery  unsolved.” 

“Exactly!” 

Well,  said  Colonel  Gardner,  “I  am  glad  that  you  con¬ 
sider  this  clew  of  value.77 

Indeed,  we  do.  Moreover,  it  is  an  added  incentive  to 
pursue  the  bird.  Now, .that  we  know  lie  is  a  murderer,  the 
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asnne  is  woi  h  the  effort.  Otherwise,  we  would  hardly  deem 
it  game  worth  our  efforts  to  chase  an  absconding  husband 
iruiltv  of  nothing  more." 

“Of  course."  agreed  the  colonel.  “But  you  will  find  that 

Jones  is  a  criminal  worthy  of  your  best  efforts.  ” 

%/  %/ 

“\Ye  are  assured  of  that.  But,  at  present,  we  are  badly 
off.  He  has  slipped  us.” 

“Ah.  perhaps  1  can  help  you  again.” 

“Indeed!"  cried  the  deteetiyes  eagerly.  “That  will  be  a 

pleasure.” 

“I  can  only  offer  an  assumption,  however.  I  cannot  as¬ 
sure  you  that  it  is  a  fact.” 

“We  are  glad  to  get  even  a(theory.” 

“Well.  Mrs.  Jones  is  of  the  opinion  that  her  husband  has 
gone  to  Florida.” 

“To  Florida?” 

“Yes.  She  recalls  that  he  had  spent  much  time  studying 
coast  maps  of  Florida  for  some  while  before  taking  his 
leave.” 

The  detectives  gazed  at  each  other. 

“By  Jove !”  exclaimed  Harry.  “That  is  the  idea.” 

“That  is  where  he  has  gone.” 

“Strong  has  gone  thither  with  the  yacht.  Perhaps  Jones 
and. Fannie  Leslie  are  on  board  also.” 

;‘This  is  only  an  inference,”  said  Gardner.  “It  is  not 
positive.” 

“Yet  is  logical,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  will  ac¬ 
cept  it  as  a  sjure  thing.” 

“I  beg  you — ” 

“Enough  !  Tt  is  all  right.  We  are  going  to  take  chances.” 

“You  are  going  to  Florida?” 

“Yes.” 

“But — you  will  get  there  long  before  the  yacht.  You 
will  have  to  wait  for  it.” 

“That  is  all  right.  '  We  can  go  to  Savannah  and  perhaps 
take  a  sail  up  the  coast  in  the  hope  of  meeting  them.” 

“A  scant  chance.” 

“Not  so  very.  I  do  not  doubt  that  they  will  keep-  in  near 
the  land,  taking  advantage  of  the  sounds  of  lagoons  to  work 
their  way  along  the  coast.  The  coast  line  of  the  Carolinas 
is  well  cut  up  with  these.” 

Gardner  knit  his  brows. 

“I  am  anxious  to  co-operate,"  he  said.  “How  would  it 
do  for  me  to  hire  a  fast  launch  and  start  in  pursuit.” 

The  Bradys  exchanged  glances. 

They -saw  at  once  the  possibilities  of  this  plan. 

“Hold  on,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “I  like  that  plan  my¬ 
self.” 

“Very  good!”  agreed  the  colonel.  “They  have  a  day’s 
start  of  us.” 

“Yes.” 

Theirs  is  a  sailing  craft.  Running  before  the  wind  with 
everything  in  their  favor  they  cannot  be  two  hundred  miles 
away.” 

“No” 

••  jf  .,ve  get  a  fast  boat  we  ofight  to  cover  that  distance  in 


ten  hours.  Then  we  ought  to  overhaul  them  almost  two 
miles  to  their  one.” 

“If  we  don’t  run  by  them.” 

“If  they  keep  well  in  toward  the  shore  there  is  little 
danger  of  that.” 

“True  enough.” 

“Is  it  a  bargain?” 

“It  is.” 

“Come  on !”  cried  Gardner.  “I  have  a  friend  in  Brook¬ 
lyn  who  owns  the  Hornet,  one  of  the  fast  steam  yachts  on 
the  Sound.  We  can  charter  her  all  right.” 

“Crewr  and  all.” 

“Certainly!  Never  mipd  the  expense.  I  am  a  mil¬ 
lionaire.” 

“Nevertheless,  w7e  insist  on  paying  our  share,”  said  Old 
King  Brady. 

“As  you  please!  Now7,  gentlemen,  I  can  be  ready  in  two 
hours  after  securing  the  yacht.” 

“We  are  ready  as  we  stand.” 

’  “  Good !  That  is  the  way  I  like  to  do  business.  The 

South  African  sleeps  on  his  spear  the  year  round.  He 

/ 

carries  no  change  of  clothing,  and  has  no  excess  baggage  to 
pay  and  is  always  ready.  That  is  philosophy.” 

“And  here  is  a  Brooklyn  ferryboat,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Let  us  take  time  by  the  forelock  just  as  does  the 
South  African.”  • 


CHAPTER  X. 

j 

.  THE  CIIASE. 

With  a  jolly  laugh,  the  three  men-  boarded  the  ferry. 

When  they  reached  Brooklyn  they  took  a  car  to  the  Walla- 
bout.  Here,  at  a  private  yard,  they  found  the  owner  of  the 
fast  steam  yacht. 

“Certainly  you  may  have  her,  Gardner,”  he  said.  “She 
is  in  commission  and  all  ready.  One  hundred  and  fifty  dol¬ 
lars  per  day  will  run  her.  I  desire  no  profit.” 

Four  men  were  in  the  crew  of  the  Hornet. 

They  were  notified  and  the  engineer  quickly  got  up 
steam. 

The  Bradys  went  aboard  at  once.  But  it  took  Gardner 
an  hour  to  arrange  his  affairs. 

In  about  two  hours’  time,  though,  the  Hornet  dropped 
down  under  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  and  stood  out  for  the 
Narrows. 

She  was,  indeed,  a  fast  boat. 

Twenty-five  miles  an  hour  was  easy  work  for  her  and  she 
ploughed  along  like  a  locomotive  on  a  down  grade  track. 

Out  past  the  Narrows  they  ran  out  into  the  open  sea. 

The  yacht’s  course  was  shaped  southward,  and  always  in 
sight  of  land. 

Darkness  soon  settled  down  and  the  voyagers  adjourned 
to  the  cabin  which  was  warm  and  cozy. 

As  it  was  hardly  likely  that  they  would  overhaul  the 
sailing  yacht  that  night,  they -gave  no  thought  to  signalling 
any  craft  which  they  ran  by. 
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But  tlu'  next  morning  they  were  on  deck  with  glasses 
leveled  find  studying  every  sail. 

They  wore  now  far  down  to  the  mouth  of  the  Chesapeake.. 

And  here  was  a  problem. 

A  /  _ 

It  was  by  no  means  improbable  that  the  fugitive  might 
coast  up  the  Chesapeake  some  ways  and  even  venture  to 
visit  some  of  the  coast  towns. 

The  Hornet  hung  about  the  mouth  of  the  great  bay  for 
some  while,  but  finally  Old  King  Brady  said: 

“No.  We'll  take  chances.  Go  ahead  !  They  are  yet  below 
us  somewhere  along  the  coast.” 

Leaving  Old  Point  Comfort  they  began  to  draw  near  the 
Hatteras  seas.  Here  they  drew  in  nearer  shore. 

TIatteras  inlet  afforded  many  inside  passages  for  a  light 
craft.  \ 

In  any  one  of  these  they  believed  they  would  find  their 
birds. 

And  it  seemed  as  if  the  hand  of  Providence  was  guiding 
them. 

They  had  met  and  hailed  and  studied  many  craft. 

Fishermen  and  pleasure  seekers  all  had  been  interviewed. 

But  none  had  given  them  a  bit  of  a  clew.  None  had 
seen  anything  of  Strong's  yacht. 

But,  suddenly  in  one  of  the  reaches  of  Hatteras  Inlet, 
while  the  Hornet  was  feeling  her  way  in  shallow  water, 
Harry  gave  a  sharp  cry. 

“There  she  is!”  he  cried. 

“What!  Where?”  cried  Old  King  Bradv  and  Gardner. 

o 

All  eyes  then  saw  a  trim  yacht  drawing  away  before  the 
wind  through  an  inner  lagoon. 

It  was  Strong's  yacht.  / 

It  was  the  same  craft  that  the  Bradys  had  seen  at  Long 
Branch  when  Strong  and  Gardner  paid  their  visit  to  the 
Elberon  beach. 

* 

“That  is  the  Janet,”  cried  Gardner  excitedly.  “It  is 
Strong's  boat.” 

“And  they  are  all  on  deck.  Is  not  that  Jones?” 

“It  is  Jones !” 

“I  s^e  Strong!” 

“There  are  two  women  !” 

“Two  more  men  are  aft.” 

“They  are  part  of  the  crew.” 

Harry  had  procured  a  glass  and  was  studying  the  deck 
of  the  flving  vacht. 

%j  o  \ 

Then  a  startling  thing  happened. 

“Ah,  they  see  us!” 

“They  cannot  know  us.” 

“No,  but  they  are  suspicious.  See,  Jones  has  gone  into  the 
cabin.  They  are  putting  on  more  sail.” 

“After  them !”  cried  Gardner  feverishly.  “We  must  not 
let  them  escape.” 

The  Hornet's  course  was  instantly  changed. 

She  shot  in  to  the  lagoon  through  the  narrow  channel. 
Then  she  glided  forward  like  a  meteor. 

The  Janet  could  not  hold  with  such  speed.  The  Hornet 
rapidly  bore  down  upon  her. 

There  was  a  commotion  on  the  deck  of  the  sailing  yacht. 


The  ladies  were  seen  to  vanish  into  the  cabin. 

Only  one  man  beside  the  four  men  of  the  crew  waa  seen 
on  deck.  This  was  Strong. 

Nearer  the  Hornet  drew. 

Now  they  were  within  easy  hailing  distance.  Gardner 
stood  in  the  Hornet’s  forechains. 

He  could  plainly  identify  Strong’s  features.  The  latter 
also  recognized  him. 

“Hello,  David !”  shouted  Gardner.  “Pull  in  sail.  I  want 
to  speak  with  you.” 

“I’lft  in  a  hurry,  Sam,”  replied  Strong.  “Steer  off  or 
you'll  be  aground.  The  water  is  too  shallow  here  for  you.” 

This  was  true. 

The  Hornet  drew  full  two  feet  more  water  on  account 
of  her  engines.  But  Gardner  thought  nothing  of  this  and 
had  only  one  purpose  in  view. 

“What  are  you  running  away  for,  David?” 

“What  are  you  chasing  me  for?” 

“I  want  to  speak  with  you.” 

“We  are  speaking.” 

“Well,  where  are  you  going?” 

“I  don't  know.” 

“Who  is  aboard  with  you?” 

“Some  friends.” 

“Is  Holland  Jones  there?” 

“Why,  he  is  dead.  Why  don't  you  go  back  and  con¬ 
gratulate  his' .widow?” 

Gardner’s  face  flushed  slightly,  hut  he  gave  little  heed 
to  this  taunt. 

“Because  I  want  to  see  Jones,”  he  said. 

“You’ll  have  to  go  to  another  world  for  that.  Jones  is 
dead.” 

“Dead  to  the  world,  perhaps.” 

“Yes,  and  dead  in  reality.” 

“Pshaw.  I  saw  him  a  moment  ago  on  your  deck.” 

This  shot  told. 

“You  lie!”  cried  Strong,  angrily. 

“That  was  a  friend  of  mine  from  England.  I  can  tell 
you,  Sam,  you’re  on  the  wrong  track.  You  want  to  switch 
off.” 

“Pull  down  your  sails  and  come  about,”  cried  Gardner. 
“We  are  going  to  pay  you  a  visit.” 

“Never !  Keep  off  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you !” 

“Look  out,”  cried  Old  King  Brady  sharply. 

There  was  a  sharp  report  and  a  bullet  sang  past  Gard¬ 
ner’s  ear.  The  colonel's  face  flushed  with  anger. 

“You  contemptible  coward!”  he  shouted.  “I'll  see  you 
for  that.” 

But  just  at  that  moment  the  Hornet  shivered,  seemed  to 
check  her  speed  and  then  there  was  a  shock  and  the  boat 
stood  still  while  the  Screw  madly  churned  the  sea. 

“My  soul!"  cried  the  colonel  wildlv.  “We  have  run 

•  • 

aground.  It  is  a  sand  bar.” 

The  engineer  changed  the  gong  wildlv  and  shut  off  steam. 
The  crew  came  rushing  forward. 

A  yell  of  derision  came  from  those  on  board  the  Janet, 
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The  lat  ter  craft  stood  away  now  rapidly  and  soon  was 
beyond  hailing  distance. 

Y\  hile  the  Hornet  was  hung  up  fast  in  the  embrace  of 

the  sand  bar. 

Here  was  a  predicament  which  was  little  relished  by  the 

pursuers. 

They  were  in  a  lonely  channel  far  from  any  coast  set¬ 
tlement  and  in  water  seldom  traversed  by  a  sailing  craft. 

The  Hornet  was  certainly  fast  aground  on  the  treacli- 
erous  sand  bar. 

“Reverse  the  engines, ”  cried  Colonel  Gardner.  “We  must 
get  off  in  some  way.” 

This  was  done. 

But  it  was  done  in  vain. 

The  boat  was  stuck  fast  and  all  effort  to  move  her  was 

useless. 

\ 

Here  was  a  bad  scrape. 

Colonel  Gardner  looked  at  the  Bradys  and  said: 

“We  are  beaten.” 

“Not  yet,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“What  do  you  mean?  Do  you  see  a  way  out  of  the 
scrape  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“I  mean  that  we  should  be  by  noqneans  discouraged  so 
far  as  the  escape  of  our  birds  is  concerned.  To  be  sure  they 
have  given  us  the  slip.  But  we  havb*  gained  a  great  deal. 

“We  have  established  the' fact  beyond  all  question  that 
Holland  Jones  is  alive.  Our  theories  have  all  been  borne  out 
exactly  as  formed.”  •  \ 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  Gardner.  “But  they  have  got 
away  from  us.” 

“  That  is  all  right.  They  paay  elude  us  this  time.  But  we 
shall  catch  them  yet.” 

“Oh,  T  hope  so!”  •x 

“You  may  be  sure  of  it.” 

“It  will  be  a  matter  of  the  keenest  satisfaction  to  me 
to  bring  Holland  Jones  back  to  New  York.” 

“We  will  certainly  do  so!” 

“But  we  cannot  if  we  remain  here.” 

“  Certainly  not.  But  there  is  no  need  of  our  staying  here^ 
To  be  sure  the  boat  is  stuck  just  now.  Is  it  not  possible  that 
she  will  come  off  all  right  when  the  tide  rises?” 

Gardner  gave  a  start. 

“I  never  thought  of  that,”  he  cried.  “The  tide  is  out.” 

“Just  so.” 

“She  will  float  again  when  it  comes  in.” 

“Of  course  she  will.” 

The  coloneTs  spirits  rose. 

“Hurrah  !”  he  cried,  “they  have  not  escaped  us  yet.  We 
will  surely  get  them.  We  can  overtake  them  yet.  They 
will  have  only  a  few  hours’  start  of  us.” 

“But  T  think  our  best  plan  is  to  keep  in  deeper  water.” 

“Certainly!  We  will  slide  ahead  as  far  as  Charleston  and 
wait  for  them  there.  They  will  not  be  looking  for  us  for 
they  will  no  doubt  think  us  out  of  the  race.” 

“Just  so.”  . 


Gardner  was  in  high  spirits.  The  chief  engineer  now  ex¬ 
pressed  as  his  opinion  that  the  rising  tide  would  soon  float 
the  Hornet. 

Very  soon  the  tide  set  in  and  gradually  the  Hornet  was 
lifted  from  her  sandy  bed. 


CHAPTER  XI.  / 

OFF  THE  TEACK. 

The  loss  of  the  Hornet  would  have  been  a  serious  matter 
to  Colonel  Gardner. 

But  fortunately  this  was  not  now  deemed  likely. 

She  was  a  valuable  boat  and  had  the  tide  not  lifted  her 
she  must  have  been  a  total  loss,  for  the  first  gale  would  have 
destroyed  heri 

But  very  soon  she  was  afloat  and  all  right  again. 

She  proceeded  more  slowly  now  until  a  chance  was  af¬ 
forded  to  leave  the  inner  channel. 

Once  out  of  the  shallow  waters  speed  was  resumed. 

There  was  no  doubt  but  that  the  lighter  draught  Janet 
was  somewhere  in  the  inner  channel  and  they  would  reach 
Charleston  before  her. 

But  this  was  deemed  the  better  plan. 

It  was  far  too  risky  trying  to  run  her  down  in  those  shal¬ 
low  waters.  The  safer  course  was  deemed  by  far  the  best. 

So  the  Hornet  stood  on  her  course  all  that  night  for 
Charleston. 

The  next  day  she  anchored  just  inside  the  bar. 

A  watch  was  kept  for  all  sailing  craft  coming  from  the 
North. 

All  day  long  the  watch  was  kept  up. 

But  not  a  sign  of  the  Janet  became  visible.  She  kept  well 
out  of  sight. 

When  darkness  came  the  detectives  were  disappointed. 
They  realized  that  her  chance  for  running  past  them  in  the 
darkness  was  good. 

In  that  case  the,  chase  would  be  prolonged. 

All  that  night  they  lay  inside  Charleston  bar.  But  when 
daylight  came  nothing  was  seen  of  the  Janet. 

Harry  snapped  his  fingers. 

“They’ve  fooled  us  all  right,”  he  said. 

“I  fear  so,”  said  Gardner. 

Old  King  Brady  smiled  grimly. 

“All  right,”  he  said,  “let  us  drop  down  to  Savannah. 
They  may  put  in  there.” 

So  the  Hornet  was  again  put  under  way,  and  left  Charles¬ 
ton  behind. 

It  was  about  a  twelve  hours’  run  to  Savannah.  It  was  de¬ 
cided  to  enter  the  river  and  visit  the  town. 

There  was  a  possibility  that  the  Janet  had  been  aband¬ 
oned  at  some  point  above  and  the  party  of  fugitives  had 
gone  on  by  rail. 

But  this  was  only  a  theory.  No  one  really  credited  it. 

Every  craft  in  the  river  was  closely  scrutinized. 
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The  Janet  certainly  was  not  there.  The  detectives  went 
ashore. 

A  telegram  was  sent  to  the  warden  of  the  Bert  of  Charles¬ 
ton  inquiring  if  the  yacht  Janet  had  entered  or  cleared  that 
harbor. 


But  the  reply  was  that  no  such  craft  had  been  seen^or 


reported. 

“It  is  queer,”  said  Gardner.  “They  can't  be  lingering  in 
those  inside  channels.  They  are  somewhere  on  the  way.” 

“  Suppose  we  wait  here  twenty-four  hours,”  said  Old 
King  Brady.  “That  will  give  them  plenty  of  time.  I 
have  a  theory  that  they  will  try  to  stop  at  Savannah.” 

•  This  move  was  decided  upon. 


The  Hornet  was  tied  up  at  a  wharf  and  the  little  party 
proceeded  to  make  themselves  comfortable. 

They  strolled  about  the  town  until  nightfall. 

They  consulted  the  reports  of  vessels  sighted  off  the  port 
and  waited  with  much  eagerness  for  the.  name  of  the 
Janet. 

And  finally  their  hopes  were  rewarded. 

“Private  yacht  Janet,  from  New  York,  just  sighted,” 
was  the  report. 

Instantly  Gardner  and  the  Bradys  wrere  on  the  qui  vive. 

“They  are  coming  in,”  cried  Gardner. 

“Sure !” 

“We  will  be  ready  to  receive  them.  Shall  we  need  police 


assistance  ?” 


“I  think  not,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  ought  to 
handle  them  all  right  alone.” 

Ip  the  Savannah  Biver  sailed  the  little  yacht  until  she 
was  right  in  the  bay.  Then  the  Bradys  got  into  a  tender 
with  Gardner  and  pulled  off  to  her. 

As  they  drew  near  they  saw  only  two  seamen  on  her 
deck.  | 

A  sudden  chilling  thought  came  to  Harry. 

“By  Jove!  Do  you  suppose  they  have  skipped  and  sent 
her  in  here  for  a  blind?” 

It  was  a  startling  reflection.  But  Gardner  now  hailed  the 
yacht's  deck. 

“Ahoy,  the  Janet,”  he  cried.  1 

“Ahov!” 

«/ 

“Is  your  captain  aboard?” 

“  1  am  the  captain.” 

“Ah,  I  want  to  see  Mr.  David  Strong.” 

The  seaman  came  to  the  rail  and  looked  down  with  idle 

M 

curiosity. 


“Well,  you'll  have  to  go  on  board  the  Galveston  steamer 
Chickasaw,”  he  said.  “The  whole  party  have  gone  aboard 
her,  bound  for  Texas.” 

For  a  moment  Gardner  and  the  Bradys  looked  at  each 
other  in  silent  dismay. 

“  Fooled,”  ejaculated  Gardner.  “We  are  dead  oasv.” 

V 

Old  King  Brady  motioned  to  the  boatmen  to  pull  nearer 
to  the  yacht. 


The  yacht  skipper  bowed. 

“I  will  do  what  I  can,”  he  said. 

“You  say  that  they  all  boarded  the  Chickasaw.” 

“Yes.”  m  1M 

“And  they  are  going  to  Galveston?” 

•  “Yes.” 

“  You  remember  the  chase  we  gave  you  at  Hatteras  Inlet?” 

“When  you  went  aground?  Yes!” 

“Very  good  !  How  soon  after  you  left  us  did  you  sight  the 
Chickasaw  ?” 

“The  next  morning!” 

“What  are  vour  orders?” 

“We  have  put  in  here  for  a  new  sail.  Then  we  are  going 
to  Jacksonville.  In  time  we  shall  sail  for  Honduras.” 

“Then  your  party  are  going  to  Central  America?” 

“I  do  not  know.” 

“All  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “As  a  matter  of  form 
we  will  search  your  yacht  and  then  you  may  carry  out  your 
orders.’'’ 

“All  right,  sir !” 

The  Bradys  proceeded  to  make  a  careful  search  of  the 
Janet. 

Nothing  of  value  was  found  in  the  line  of  a  clew.  Finallv 
the  detectives  and  Gardner  left  the  yacht. 

“Well,”  asked  the  colonel,  “ what  do  you  think  of  it,  gen¬ 
tlemen  ?” 

“It  is  plain  that  they  intend  to  give  us  a  good  chase.” 

“I  should  say  so!”  \ 

“Central  America,  however,  is  not  a  very  distant  point.  ” 

“Yet  they  will  feel  safe  there.”  ' 

“That  depends!  1  believe  we  can  make  the  authorities 
of  those  little  republics  give  us  extradition.  But  there  is  an¬ 
other  plan.” 

“Ah.  what  is  it  ?” 

“I  believe  the  Chickasaw  stops  at  Key  West,  and  also  at 
Havana.” 

“Is  that  so  ?” 

“  1  ^m  quite  sure.  I  know  the  regular  Galveston  steam¬ 
ers  take  in  those  points.  But  we  can  easily  ascertain.” 

“Let  us  do  so !” 

“By  all  means!” 

Going  back  to  the  wharf  it  was  easy  for  the  detectives  to 
learn  that  this  was  the  trujh. 

The  Chickasaw  stopped  at  both  Key  West  and  the  port 
of  Havana. 

“  1  don’t  see  what  is  to  hinder  their  giving  us  the  slip  at 
Havana,”  said  the  colonel. 

“  I  don't  see  why  we  should  permit  them  to  reach 
Havana.” 

“Ah,  how  can  wo  prevent  it?” 

“  We  can  take  the  fastest  steamer  to  Key  West.  I  believe 
we  can  get  there  before  the  Chickasaw  leaves.” 

“Hurrah  !”  cried  the  colonel.  “Let  us  try  it.” 

“We  will.” 


A  few  moments  later  all  three  clambered  aboard. 

“We  are  detectives,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  seek 
a  member  of  that  party.  You  will  assist  us  in  our  duty.” 


“But  the  Hornet—” 

“Send  her  back  to  New  York, 
now.” 


We  will  not  need  her 
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This  plan  was  quickly  made. 

I  he  trio  lost  no  time  in  giving  the  crew  of  the  Hornet 
their  instructions. 

«  ^  a  train  for  Jacksonville,  and  soon 

"  ere  speeding  southward. 

It  was  easy  to  connect  with  the  Tampa  fast  mail  at  Jack¬ 
sonville  and  continue  on  without  delay.  The  next  morn- 
ing  they  were  at  Tampa. 

But  now  there  occurred  an  exasperating  delay. 

I  hey  were  obliged  to  wait  until  afternoon  for  the  steamer. 

But  it  took  them  away  then  on  their  way  to  Key  West. 

A  few  hours  later  the  Olivette  touched  at  the  little  island 
port  where  sponges  and  cigars  win  for  it  its  worldwide  fame. 

Here  a  dismaying  report  was  accorded  them. 

The  Chickasaw  had  touched  all  Key  West  and  gone  on  to 
Havana. 

But  we  will  not  be  but  a  few  hours  behind  her/’  said  the 
captain  of  the  Olivette.  “You  ought  to  be  able  to  get  your 
men  all  right.” 

*  i 

There  was  no  alternative  but  to  continue  on  board  the 
Olivette. 

Thev  did  so. 

It  was  not  a  long  run  to  Havana.  In  due  time  they 
reached  that  Cuban  city. 

The  Bradys  and  Colonel  Gardner  were  the  first  down  the 
gang  plank. 

The  Chickasaw  lay  at  her  wharf  not  far  away. 

The  pursuers  made  their  way  thither  quickly.  While 
Old  King  Brady  and  Colonel  Gardner  went  aboard  Harry 
stood  by  the  gang  plank. 

There  were  a  number  of  passengers  on  the  deck. 

Old  King  Brady  and  the  colonel  took  a  hurried  look  about 
for  their  birds. 

But  they  were  not  to  be  found. 

“Let  us  go  down  and  see  the  purser,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “Very  likely  they  are  remaining  in  their  state¬ 
rooms.” 

“Very  good.” 

So  they  at  once  went  down  to  the  purser’s  cabin. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  HAVANA.  ^ 

That  official  received  them  politely. 

“Yes,”  he  3aid,  “we  did  take  four  passengers  from  a 
pleasure  yacht  just  below  Hatteras.  There  were  two  men 
and  two  women.” 

“Have  you  their  names  on  the  list?” 

“Yes.” 

The  purser  turned  the  pages. 

“Mr.  and  Mrs.  Swift  of  Brooklyn,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Bright  of  Xew  York  City.” 

“Swift  and  Bright,”  said  Colonel  Gardner  with  a  smile. 
“Welh  that  is  appropriate.” 


= - - - ■=^t— - 

The  purser  looked  surprised. 

“You  know  them?”  he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“They  seemed  to  be  good  people.  They  got  out  of  pro¬ 
visions  and  decided  to  try  traveling  by  steamer.” 

“  A  very  wise  plan  for  them,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“Under  the  circumstances,  yes.” 

“Are  they  aboard  at  present?”  asked  Colonel  Gardner. 

“No,  sir.” 

“What?  Do  they  not  intend  to  go  on  to  Galveston  with 
you  ?” 

“Nothing  was  said  to  me  about  it.” 

Old  King  Brady  and  the  colonel  looked  at  each  other. 

“Do  you  mean  to  say  they  have  left  the  steamer?”  asked 
Old  King  Brady. 

“That  is  the  size  of  it.” 

“And  they  are  not  coming  back?” 

“Not  to  my  knowledge.  We  sail  in  three  hours.” 

“  Can  you  tell  us  where  they  have  gone  ?” 

The  purser  shook  his  head. 

“I  cannot  and  I  know  nothing  about  their  plans,”  he  said. 
“You  know  all  that  I  know.” 

This  was  enough. 

Old  King  Brady  and  the  colonel  rejoined  Harry. 

The  young  detective  was  startled. 

“We  are  fooled  again,”  he  said.  “They  have  given  us 
the  slip  and  you’ll  find  they  mean  to  get  out  of  Havana  on 
another  steamer.” 

“Perhaps  they  have  before  this.” 

“Perhaps  so !” 

“We  must  look  it  up.” 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  in  the  next  hour  they  did  some 
hustling. 

Colonel  Gardner  was  a  good  Spaniard  and  the  Bradys 
knew  the  language  fairly  well. 

They  made  inquiries  at  the  custom-house  and  of  the  of¬ 
ficers  of  the  port. 

They  learned  the  names  and  sailing  hours  of  all  the 
steamers  in  port. 

They  now  paid  a  visit  to  every  one  of  these  steamers. 

Everything  possible  was  done  to  ascertain  if  the  fugitives 
had  taken  passage  on  one  of  these. 

But  no  surety  could  be  made  except  by  being  present  at 
the  sailing  of  each  vessel. 

The  detectives  were  thus  engaged  when  they  ran  across 
the  purser  of  the  Olivette. 

“Oh,  by  the  way,”  he  cried,  “I  forgot  to  ask  you  your 
names.  Those  people,  Bright  and  Swift,  left  a  letter  in  my 
charge.” 

This  was  a  surprise. 

“My  name  is  Brady,”  said  Harry.  “This  gentleman’s 
name  is  Gardner.” 

“Brady — Gardner !  That  is  it,”  cried  the  purser.  “Here 
is  the  lettop.” 

The  astonishment  of  the  colonel  and  the  detectives  was 
very  great. 

They  took  the  letter  handed  them  by  the  purser. 
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“  It  is  Strong’s  handwriting/’  said  Gardner, 
it.” 


“Let  me  see 


He  broke  the  seal  and  read  the  contents. 

“To  Sam  Gardner,  and  the  two  Brady  detectives. 

“This  is  to  warn  you  that  you  are  on  a  hopeless  chase. 
You  can't  catch  us,  and  you  will  never  be  able  to  tell  where 
we  are.  We  fooled  you  all  right  at  Savannah.  Now,  the 
best  thing  you  can  do,  Gardner,  is  go  back  to'Long  Branch. 
Mrs.  J  ones  can  easilv  get  a  divorce.  As  for  you  detectives, 

v  O  v 

go  back  and  try  something  new.  You  will  have  better  luck 
and  save  your  reputation.  Yours  in  earnest, 

“David  Strong/" 


\ 

Gardner  bit  his  lip. 

“Well,”  he  muttered,  “that’s  what  I  call  saucy.  The  cool 
nerve  of  the  fellow !  I  can  hardly  believe  that  he  is  the  Dave 
Strong  1  used  to  know.” 

“To  a  large  extent  he  is  right,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“How  so?”  y  '■  \ 

“They  have  fooled  us  all  right/’ 

“Oh,  yes,  that  is  true.” 

“But  he  is  a  little  too  confident.  Moreover,  he  does  not 
know  his  men.  We  do  not  give  up.” 

“Do  you  think  they  are  in  Havana  at  the  present  mo¬ 
ment  ?” 

Old  King  Brady  was  thoughtful. 

“That  is  hard  to  say,”  lie  said.  “We  can  only  guess. 
But  at  any  event,  we  must  search  the  city.” 

“Very  good !” 

All  that  day  was  spent  in  the  close  quest  for  the  fugitives. 

Not  until  the  day  was  near  its  close  was  a  clew  found. 

Then  a  Cuban  cab  driver  gave  them  a  tip. 

“I  carried  two  Americanos  and  their  senoritas  out  to  Tres 

✓ 

Palmas,”  he  declared. 

“What  sort  of  a  place  is  Tres  Palmas?”  asked  Gardner 

The  driver  held  up  his  hands. 

“Ah,  senors,  a  fine  place.  A  place  in  the  palms,  where 
fair  senoritas  and  their  lovers  ^o  to  dance  and  see  the 
waves  of  the  Gulf.” 

“Ah,”  said  Harry,  with  sudden  inspiration,  “that  is  just 
it.  A  sort  of  shore  resort  outside  of  Havana.  Just  the  place 
to  find  them.” 

The  cab  driver  gesticulated  and  nodded  in  eager  assent. 

“All  right,”  said  Gardner.  “Let  us  go  out  there  at  once.” 

The  result  was  that  all  three  climbed  into  the  carriage  and 
were  driven  away  toward  Tres  Palmas. 

Out  of  the  city  they  rolled  and  along  a  coquina  paved 
roadway  which  overlooked  the  sea. 

It  was  now  quite  dark  and  the  vehicles  and  horsemen  they 
met  were  hardly  distinguishable. 

The  air  was  soft  and  balmy  and  the  twang  of  an  occa¬ 
sional  guitar  and  the  full  notes  of  a  Spanish  song  were 
heard. 

Overhead  hung  the  starlit  canopy  of  heaven. 

“Delightful  climate,”  said  Harry,  as  he  took  in  the  frag¬ 
rance  of  the  air.  “An  ideal  existence,  this  life  in  Cuba.” 


“But  hot,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “When  you  recollect 
the  grim  spectre  of  yellow  fever,  the  illusion  vanishes.” 

“Just  as  on  the  African  veldt,”  said  Gardner.  “An  ideal 
country  for  the  stock  raiser.  At  least,  so  he  assumes,  until 
some  morning  he  finds  half  his  herd  dead  from  the  bite  of  the 
tsetse  fly.” 

“Every  climate  has  its  faults.’’ 

“Indeed,  yes.  I  have  seen  beautiful  defiles  through  por¬ 
phyry  and  jasper  in  the  wilds  of  Arizona.  Galleries  of  na¬ 
ture  exceeding  in  beauty  the  finest  creation  of  man.  Purl¬ 
ing 'springs  and  fragrant  flowers,  a  perfect  Paradise.  Yet, 
one  must  guard  his  hand  from  the  lurking  tarantula,  the 
scorpion  or  perhaps  the  death  dealing  rattlesnake  hidden  in 
some  crevice.  Vanish  all  the  beauties  of  nature  then,  when 
grisly  death  is  seen  behind  the  veil.”  ( 

“That  is  so!”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “The  most  de¬ 
licious  draught  often  has  dregs  of  poison.” 

“And  so  society,  with  its  apparently  innocent  guise,  only 
masks  a  possible  hideous  cyime.” 

“Life  is  a  queer  mixture,”  declared  Gardner.  “Through 
all  this  delightful  scene,  we  are  traveling  with  hardly  an 
appreciative  thought,  and  seeking  only  to  bring  a  fellow 
being  to  the  gallows.” 

The  cab  rolled  on  and  now  descending  a  winding  road 
came  to  an  outlook  over  the  Gulf.  Here  lights  were  seen 
and  the  sounds  of  revelry  heard. 

Tres  Palmas  was  a  favorite  resort  for  the  young  bloods 
and  their  senoritas  from  Havana. 

It  was  possible  to  get  wines  and  cigarettes  and  pass  the 
evening  dancing  or  swinging  in  a  hammock  over  the  still 
waters  of  the  starlit  sea. 

And  it  was  to  this  place  the  fugitives  had  come,  if  the 
story  of  the  ^ab  driver  was  to  be  believed. 

The  detectives  and  the  colonel  left  the  cab  and  joined  the 
merry  throng. 

The  piazzas  of  the  hacienda  were  thronged  with  Cubans. 

The  ladies  in  the  light,  filmy  gowns  and  mantillas  and 
the  gentlemen  in  their  white  duck  suits  and  Panama  hats, 
looked  very  attractive. 

The  three  visitors  mingled  with  the  crowd. 

For  a  long  time  they  wandered  aimlessly  about. 

But  they  as  yet  saw  nothing  of  their  birds. 

/  “Hang  it  all/’  said  Harry  finally,  “I  believe  that  ras¬ 
cally  cab  driver  played  it  on  us  for  the  sake  of  the  fares.” 

“If  he  did  I’ll  Vring  his  neck  when  next  I  see  him,”  said 
the  colonel. 

But  he  was  ready  to  take  back  the  threat  the  next  mo¬ 
ment. 

The  party  suddenly  turned  the  corner  of  the  wide  piazza. 

At  a  table  under  the  overhanging  branch  of  one  of  the 
Tres  Palmas  sat  a  man  and  woman. 

At  sight  of  him  the  colonel  and  the  detectives  paused. 

At  sight  of  them  the  man  and  his  companion  gave  a 
start. 

Hello,  strong!  drawled  the  colonel  in  a  quiet  wav. 
“Just  got  your  letter,  you  know.  Thought  I'd  take  your 
advice  to  the  contrary  and  look  you  up.” 
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For  a  moment  Strong  was  utterly  speechless. 

He  glared  at  his  old  comrade  and  the  detectives  in  a 
startled  way.  It  was  a  surprise  to  him. 

“What  brought  you  out  here?”  he  asked  curtly. 

“You!”  replied  Gardner  tersely. 

“Me?” 

“Yes,  you !” 

*  V 

“Preposterous!  What  do  you  want  with  me?” 

“Oh,  not  so  very  much,  after  all,”  drawled  the  colonel  as 
he  sank  into  a  chair  by  the  table.  “  Pardon  me !  My  friends 
the  Messrs.  Brady  of  Yew  York.” 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  COMPROMISE. 

Strong’s  face  was  crimson. 

Moreover  alarm  was  depicted  in  his  face. 

It  was  certain  that  he  had  never  once  dreamed  of  run¬ 
ning  across  the  colonel  and  the  detectives  in  this  place. 

Strong  bowed  stiffly  at  the  introduction.  All  this  while 
his  companion  sat  silent. 

“Ah,  on  my  word,”  said  Gardner  coolly,  “I  must  beg 
■  the  honor.  Your  wife,  I  suppose.” 

“Yes,  sir,”  said  Strong  stiffly.  / 

“Much  charmed  !  Very  happy,  Mrs.  Strong.  I  trust  you 
find  the  Cuban  air  grateful?” 

“Very  much  so,”  replied  Janet  Foster,  icily. 

But  Gardner  had  no  time  to  waste  on  her. 

“Of  course,  this  is  a  deuced  surprise  to  you,  Strong. 
You  didn’t  expect  to  see  me  soon  after  our  little  race  in  the 
Hatteras  Inlet.” 

“What  have  you  followed  me  here  for?”  demanded 
Strong  angrily. 

‘‘You  assume  that  I  have  followed  you?” 

“Ido.”  y  ' 

“Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  you  can  give  us  valuable  informa¬ 
tion  concerning  a  very  mysterious  crime  committed  at  Long 
Branch  a  while  ago.” 

“A  crime!”  / 

“Yes.”  ; 

“I  know  nothing  about  it.” 

“Oh.  ves,  you  do!  We  saw  you  with  the  criminal  him¬ 
self.”  * 

“Oh,  that  is  all  rot.  Xo  crime  has  been  committed.  You 
can’t  arrest  anvbodv.” 

«/  V 

“Do  you  think  so?” 

“I  know  it.  It’s  just  this  way:  Holland  Jones  took  a 
notion  to  throw  over  hi3  wife  and  seek  his  fortunes  in  a  new 

land. 

“Certainly  there  is  no  law  to  compel  him  to  live  with  her. 
He  left  her  well  fixed.  TTe  is  with  the  lady  he  loves.  Fool¬ 
ishly  he  -ought  to  play  a  little  game  to  make  people  think 
he  had  been  murdered  and  was  out  of  the  world.  You  and 
these  detectives  have  sifted  the  matter  down.  But  there’s 


no  criminal  charge  to  work  upon  and  you  might  as  well  save 
your  time  and  go  back  to  New  York. 

Strong  spoke  contemptuously  and  with  conviction. 

Gardner  was  spokesman  and  the  Bradys  did  not  intervene. 

“That  is  your  view  of  it,”  said  the  colonel  quietly.  “So 
far  as  you  are  concerned,  Dave,  we  do  not  care.  Where  is 
Jones  ?” 

“I  don’t  know.” 

“Where  did  you  leave  him?” 

“In  Havana.”  ■ 

“You  expect  to  join  him  again?” 

“That  is  my  affair.” 

“It  is  ours  also.” 

“I' fail  to  see  it.” 

“Well,  we  shall  compel  you  to.” 

“Compel  me!” 

“Yes.” 

Strong  was  very  angry. 

“Well,  I  should  like  to  see  you,”  he  blustered.  “If  you 
attempt  to  interfere  with  my  personal  liberty  you'll  get  into 
trouble.  I  am  in  no  crime — ”  t 

“Wait  a  moment.  You  are  connected  with  a  crime!” 

“A  crime!” 

“Yes.” 

“  I  don’t  see  it..  I  am  not  a  forger  or-  a  thief.  A  thief  don’t 
skip  out  with  his  employer.” 

“That  is  not  the  question.  The  crime  we  refer  to  is  a 
serious  one.” 

“What  is  it?”  $ 

“Murder!” 

Both  Strong  and  the  woman  with  him  gave  a  sharp  cry. 

“Murder?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  you  mean?  Don’t  talk  in  riddles.  I  know 
nothing  of  any  murder.  I  am  not  concerned  in  it.” 

“But  Holland  Jones  is,  and  we  have  proof  of  it.” 

“Holland  Jones  a  murderer?” 

“Yes.” 

Strong  and  Janet  Foster  weje  now  stricken  with  fear. 
They  were  very  pale. 

“That  is  pretty  strong.  Who  did  the  murder?”  asked 
Strong. 

“You  remember  the  particulars  of  the  affair  at  the  bath 
house  at  Long  Branch.”  ' 

“Yes.  it  was  a  put  up  job.” 

“Just  so !  Now,  again  you  remember  that  the  body  of  a 
dead  man  was  found  in  the  marsh  and  assumed  to  be  that 
of  Jones.” 

“Yes.” 

“Well,  it  has  proved  to  be  the  body  of  Stephen  Cardozo, 
and  it  is  known  that  be  was  murdered  and  his  body  placed 
in  the  marsh  by  Holland  Jones.” 

That  Strong  and  Janet  Foster  had  been  all  unaware  of 
this  was  certain. 

They  were  dumbfounded. 

“You  say  you  have  proof  of  this?”  asked  Strong  huskily. 

“Yes.”  * 
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“Whew  !  It  is  a  pretty  serious  charge.  I  have  never  sus¬ 
pected  it — ” 

“But  it  is  true.  Fear  of  being  accused  of  this  crime 
was  the  main  cause  of  Jones'  leaving  his  home  and  trying 
to  bury  himself  from  the  world  forever.” 

“To  lose  his  identity  as  it  were.” 

“Yes.” 

Strong  whistled  softly. 

“Well,  1  never  thought  that  of  Jones,”  he  reflected.  “I 
wonder  if  Fannie  knows  of  it?” 

“She  knows  all,  and  is  concerned  in  the  plot.’ 

“Ugh!  Well,  l  can  tell  you  that  we  are  not.! 

“Then,  why  did  you  take  your  departure  in  such  a  sus¬ 


V 


V 


picious  way 


U  ' 


Why,  I  am  a  partner  with  Jones  in  a  Central  American 
enterprise.  We  are  going  to  Golden  Cay,  an  island  of 
tropical  beauty  in  the  Caribbean  Sea.  There  we  expect  to 
found  a  small  republic  among  the  Caribs  and  live  like  princes 
the  rest  of  our  lives.” 

“Very  quixotic!  Very  romantic,”  said  Gardner.  “But  I 
fear  you  will  never  realize  the  game.” 

“Well,  it’s  Jones'  plan.  We  are  only  led  by  him.” 

“Just  so  !  Now,  the  wisest  thing  you  can  do  is  to  turn  in 
with  us  and  help  us  to  bring  him  to  justice.  You  were  once 
a  man  of  honor,  Dave.  Remember  the  old  days  and  let  me 
help  you  to  get  back.” 

For  a  moment  Strong'  was  silent. 

-  i  °  I 

He  shot  a  meaning  glance  at  Janet.  Then  he  said: 

“  Of  course,  its  eas^  enough  for  me.  I’m  not  afraid  to  go 
back  to  New  York.  I've  committed  no  crime.  In  fact,  if 
Jones  is  a  murderer,  I  don’t  want  to  travel  any  further 
with  him.” 

“That’s  ^it,”  said  Gardner,  cheerfully.  “Now  vou  are 
talking  sense.” 

“I  want  to  go  back  to  New  York,”  said  Janet.  “  I  don’t 
care  about  your  tropical  islands.” 

“It's  a  go!”  cried  Strong:  “1  throw  up  the  game.” 

“Give  us  your  hand,  Dave.” 

They  shook  hands. 

♦ 

“Now,  you'll  help  us  to  find  Jones?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where  is  he?” 

“They  live  in  a  stone  house  or  hacienda  not  far  from 
the  Morro  Castle  plaza.  I  can  take  you  there.” 

“To-night  ?” 

“Yes,  now.” 

“Did  you  intend  to  stay  in  Havana  long?” 

“Until  the  Janet  ariived.  She  was  to  come  here  for  us.” 

“Ah,  I  see.  Then  you  think  we  will  find  Jones  there?” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  know  the  house  well.  I  will  take  you  right 
to  it,”  said  Strong,  eagerly.  “I  am  glad  to  be  out  of  the 
scrape.  ^  es,  we  will  find  a  carriage.  I  have  a  driver 
waiting.” 

With  this  Strong  turned  and  was  about  to  walk  away. 

But  Old  King  Brady  put  a  hand  on  his  arm. 

“Where  are  you  going?” 

Strong  affected  surprise.  n 


“Why,  I  was  going  to  find  the  driver  and  the  carriage.” 

“I  will  go  with  you.” 

“Oh,  I  see,”  laughed  Strong.  “You  are  afraid  I'll  run 
away.  All  right!  I  am  satisfied.  Come  on  !” 

“Hold  on!”  cried  Gardner.  “Let  us  all  go.” 

Strong  offered  his  arm  to  Janet. 

“Very  well!”  he  agreed.  “It  is  the  best  we  can  do, 
Janet.” 

“I  am  satisfied,”  declared  the  woman.  “If  I  once  get 
back  to  New  York,  I'll  stay  there.” 

“Ditto!”  agreed  Strong. 

And  so  all  passed  out  of  the  pleasure  gardens  of  Tres 
Palmas  and  came  to  a  plaza  where  a  number  of  carriages 
were  in  waiting. 

Strong  found  his  driver  without  any  trouble. 

“Si,  Senor,”  declared  the  fellow  with  a  profound  bow. 
“All  can  ride  in  safety.  I  will  take  you  to  the  Morro 
Plaza.” 

But  it  was  necessary  for  two  to  sit  on  the  upper  box. 

So  Harry  sat  with  Strong  and  Janet  in  the  interior. 

Old  King  Brady  and  Gardner  sat  above. 

“Well,”  said  the  colonel  as  he  lit  a  cigarette,  “things 
seem  to  be  coming  our  way,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“Decidedly  so,  at  present,”  agreed  the  old  detective. 

“If  we  can  clap  our  hands  on  Jones  and  Fannie,  the 
case  is'  ended.” 

“'Jones  will  hang.” 

“I  see  no  help  for  him.  Of  course,  it  is  a  sad  thing  for 
his  family.” 

“But  it  is  justice.” 

“  Exactly !” 

“However,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  “we  must  not  be  too 

0 

confident;.  We  have  not  got  Jones  yet.” 

“I  don’t  see  how  we  can  lose  him.”  * 

“Indeed,  it  is  a  very  easy  matter.” 

“There  is  nobody  to  give  him  warning.” 

“Very  true.  Yet,  there  are  more  ways  than  one  for 
him  to  slip  us.  I  know  that  from  experience.” 

“Your  experience  is  wide.” 

Well,  yes.  I  remember  of  a  certain  instance  where  we 
were  seriously  baffled.  We  secured  our  man.  as  we  supposed 
and  put  him  behind  bars.  We  had  a  world  of  evidence. 
Yet,  we  were  beaten.” 

“He  escaped?” 

“Oh,  no.” 

“How  could  that  be,  then?” 

“A  very  simple  matter.  The  man  we  imprisoned  and 
fairly  convicted  was  really  the  wrong  man.  He  was  due  to 
sit  in  the  electric  chair,  when  we  learned  the  truth  just  in 
time  to  get  a  reprieve  and  save  him.” 

“Whew !"  gasped  the  colonel.  “How  did  you  get  hold  of 
the  truth  ?” 

“Well,  by  chance  we  hit  upon  a  new  clue  and  got  hold  of 
the  right  man.  We  faced  him  with  the  evidence  and  he 

confessed.” 

“By  Jove,  the  wrong  man  might  have  suffered!’* 

“Yes.” 
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“1>  that  a  common  occurrence?” 

“More  common  than  one  would  suppose.  It  is  not  always 
possible  to  get  the  right  evidence.” 

“But — can  there  be  any  mistake  in  J ones'  case?” 

“Oh.  no.  I  think  not.  In  fact,  I  am  quite  sure  we  shall 
be  able  to  make  him  confess.” 

“I  hope  so.” 

“At  any  rate,  the  evidence  against  Jones  is  pretty  clear.” 
‘‘Yes,  that  is  so.  If  1  thought  there  was  any  doubt, 

though — 

“Have  no  fear.  If  there  is,  he  shall  have  the  benefit 

of  it.” 

The  carriage  by  this  time  was  rolling  into  Havana. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  CLEVER  TRICK. 

The  driver  had  received  instructions  from  Strong  just 
where  to  drive.  In  fact,  the  Hew  Yorker  had  taken  some 
time  to  make  the  understanding  with  him  explicit. 

Through  narrow,  dark  and  ill-smelling  streets,  the  car¬ 
riage  was  driven. 

The  sanitary  provisions  of  Havana  are  the  worst  possible. 

Finally  they  turned  into  a  narrow,  dingy  alley. 

There  were  no  lights. 

Strong  leaped  out  and  said: 

“Let  Janet  stay  here  in  the  carriage.  We  shall  come 
right  back.  If,  however,  you  choose,  let  one  of  the  de¬ 
tectives  remain  with  her.” 

The  Bradvs  hesitated. 

Then  it  occurred  to  Old  King  Brady  that  it  mattered 
little  if  the  woman  did  escape. 

Strong  and  Jones  were  the  men  they  wanted. 

“All  right!  Let  her  stav  here.  We  will  trust  to  her 

O  J 

honor.  At  any  rate,  if  she  tries  to  get  away,  it  will  be  of 
little  advantage  to  her.” 

“Just  so!”  agreed  Strong. 

“Oh,  don’t  fear,”  said  Janet,  “I  will  be  here  when, you 
come  back.” 

So  Gardner  and  the  Bradys  followed  Strong  into  a  nar¬ 
row  portico.  Just  as  he  stepped  out  of  the  carriage,  though, 
Strong  had  made  a  sign  to  the  driver  who  leaped  down 
and  went  ahead  of  them. 

“The  house  is  in  the  inner  court,”  said  Strong.  “He 
knows  the  way  better  than  T  do.”  \ 

The  Cuban  driver  lifted  the  latch  of  a  grated  door  in  the 
stone  wall  which  rose  before  them  and  shut  the  court  or 
garden  of  the  hacienda  from  the  street 

This  is  the  custom  with  all  Cuban  houses. 

The  street  side  of  the  houses  presents  barred  windows 
and  iron  doors,  like  those  of  a  prison.  The  bright  side  is 

within. 

“pass  in,  Honors,”  said  the  driver,  swinging  the  iron 
door  back  with  a  profound  bow. 

Strong  -topp'd  aside  and  Harry  passed  in  first. 


A  dimly  lit  court  yard  was  seen  beyond. 

Old  King  Brady  followed  next,  Gardner  was  the  last. 

Ho  intent  were  the  three  men  upon  getting  a  possible 
glimpse  of  Jones  in  the  place  that  for  a  moment  they  did 
not  think  of  Strong. 

O  i 

Gardner  half  checked  himself,  but  received  a  terrific  blow 
in  the  back  of  the  neck  which  sent  him  rolling  against  the 
Bradys. 

Then  the  door  clanged. 

A  mocking  laugh  and  retreating  footsteps  were  heard. 

Then,  like  a  flash,  the  realization  that  they  were  tricked 
came  to  the  dupes. 

“Thunder !”  gasped  Gardner,  “we  are  in  a  trap,  boys.  He 
is  getting  away.  Quick !  burst  that  door  open  !” 

Anger  that  they  should  have  allowed  themselves  to  be 
so  easily  duped  consumed  the  entrapped  men. 

They  flung  themselves  against  the  iron  door. 

But  it  would  not  yield. 

They  pounded  upon  it  and  shouted  in  vain.  Nobody 
seemed  within  hearing. 

To  scale  the  stone  wall  was  the  next  thought. 

After  a  fatal  delay,  finally  an  old  ladder  was  found  and 
they  were  able  to  scale  it. 

Dropping  down  upon  the  other  side  they  reached  the 
street,  defeated,  humiliated  and  much  abashed, 

“Confound  it!”  exclaimed  Harry.  “Why  didn’t  we 
think  of  that  rascal?  The  idea  of  letting  him  get  in  our 
rear.” 

“I  never  suspected  treachery,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Well,  it  is  a  good  lesson.” 

“There  is  only  one  thing  for  us  to  do,”  said  Gardner. 

“What?” 

“Give  up  the  job.” 

“Oh,  no!”  said  the  detectives.  “You  may  get  a  worse 
set  back  than  this.  The  only  thing  to  do  is  to  keep  going.” 

“I  suppose  so.” 

“We’ll  have  to  win  in  the  end.” 

“Where  do  you  suppose  that  scoundrel  will  go?” 

“You  may  be  sure  he  will  rejoin  Jones.” 

“Weren’t  we  stupid!  I  wondered  what  he  was  holding 
such  a  lengthy  confab  with  the  driver  for!” 

“Just  so.” 

“Well,  as  you  say,  we  can  only  keep  pegging  on.  We 
must  and  will  win  out.” 

“Of  course,  we  will.” 

“It  looks  like  a  random  quest,  though.  Of  course,  they 
will  get  out  of  Havana.” 

“I  should  imagine  they  would,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady. 
“However,  they  might  hide  here  indefinitely  for  all  we 
might  flo.  The  Havana  police  could  give  us  little  aid.” 

“That  is  the  worst  of  it.” 

The  three  disgruntled  men  now  walked  back  into  the 
lighted  thoroughfares  of  the  city. 

It  was  somewhile  before  they  gained  their  equilibrum 
after  this  bit  of  an  upset. 

Finally,  they  emerged  upon  a  great  plaza  where  people 
were  promenading  and  a  band  was  discoursing  music. 
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They  mingled  with  the  crowd  and  sought  in  vain  for  a 
possible  glimpse  of  their  birds. 

Nothing  was  gained  that  night.  The  next  day  they 
resumed  the  quest  and  ransacked  Havana. 

They  enlisted  the  services  of  the  Havana  police  as  far 
as  they  could. 

Meanwhile  they  kept  watch  of  the  steamer  wharves  and 
the  departing  tourists.  But  not  the  least  possible  clew 
could  they  gain. 

“Too  bad!”  declared  Harry.  “On  my  word,  it  is  hard 
luck.  To  think  of  having  the  game  right,  in  our  hands  and 
losing  it.” 

“Of  course,  they  are  wholly  on  their  guard  now,”  said 
Old  King  Brady. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that  story  of  Strong  in  regard 
to  their  sailing  aboard  the  Janet  for  Golden  Cay.” 

“Can  anyone  tell  where  Golden  Cay  is?'7  asked  Old 
King  Brady. 

“There  are  many  cays  or  coral  islands  in  the  Caribbean 
Sea.” 

“That  is  so.  But  the  Caribs  who  dwell  on  those  islets 
are  particularly » hostile  to  white  men.  It  would  not  be 
easy  for  them  to  find  settlement  there.” 

“No,”  declared  Old  King  Brady.  “I  believe  that  was 
only  a  subterfuge  to  mislead  us.  You  can  depend  upon 
it  thev  will  go  in  some  other  direction.”’ 

*j  o 

“So  I  believe,”  agreed  Gardner.  “I  fancy  they  will 
now  seek  to  get  passage  to  some  European  port.  The)?-  may 
go  to  Port  au  Prince  or  some  nearby  point  where  they 
can  get  a  European  steamer.” 

“Hayti !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “I’ll  wager  that  is 
their  game.  It  is  easy  to  get  passage  from  Port  au  Prince, 
at  least  to  Bermuda,  and  thence  to  England.” 

“We  are  dull,  if  they  forestall  us,”  said  Harry. 

“But  they  will  not  sail  from  Havana,  you  may  be  sure.” 

“There  are  other  ports,  Matanzas,  for  instance.” 

“Or  Santiago.”  , 

“Hello!”  yelled  Harry,  turning  like  a  flash,  and  as  if 
given  an  electric  shock. 

“What’s  the  matter?”  exclaimed  Old  King  Bradv,  staring 
at  the  young  detective,  who  was  acting  like  a  maniac. 

“Don’t  you  see  him  ?  There  he  goes  !  Of  course  you  see 
him.  That  is  the  fellow,”  cried  the  young  detective,  ex¬ 
citedly. 

“Who?” 

“Why,  the  cab  driver.” 

“The  cab  driver!”  ^ 

Old  King  Brady  and  Gardner  followed  the  direction  in¬ 
dicated  by  Harry. 

“There  he  is!” 

“Sure  enough.” 

Across  the  plaza  the  driver  of  the  cab  was  leisurely  jog¬ 
ging  his  horses.  In  a  moment  Harry  hailed  him. 

He  pulled  up. 

Old  King  Brady  was  at  his  horses’  bridles  in  a  moment. 
Harry  went  up  onto  the  box  with  a  leap. 

“Ah,  Sebastian,"  cried  the  young  detective  in  Spanish, 


“we  have  found  you.  What  did  the  Americano  pay  yon 
for  locking  us  into  that  dark  hole  last  night  ?” 

“Jesu,  Senors!  1  do  not  know  what  you  mean.” 

“No  lying  to  us,  you  worm!  We  know  you.  He  paid 
you  well  for  it.” 

“It  was  a  joke,  Senors.  1  swear  it  was.” 

“Was  it?  Well,  tell  us  now  where  you  took  the  senor 
and  senorita  ?” 

“To  the  Hotel  Pasaje!” 

*  “That’s  a  lie!” 

The  fellow  dropped  a  Spanish  curse. 

“Hold  on !”  cried  Harry,  “which  would  you  rather  have?” 
He  showed  a  handful  of  coin.  “  Here  are  many  pesos.  Over 
yonder  is  the  calaboose.  What  shall  it  be  ?” 

The  fellow’s  crafty  gaze  was. fixed  on  the  money. 

“Ah,  senors,  I  serve!”  he  said,  abjectly.  “You  shall 
command  me.” 

Harry  poured  the  coins  into  his  hands. 

“Where  did  you  take  them?”  he  asked. 

“Thev  have  gone  with  Mendoza  in  his  boat,”  he  re- 
plied.  “I  drove  them  to  the  shore.  They  sailed  for 
Hayti.” 


CHAPTER  XV.  • 

WHICH  ENDS  THE  CASE. 

There  was  no  reason  to  doubt  Sebastian.  He  spoke 
earnestly. 

“It  is  the  truth!  I  swear  by  Saint  Gabriel!”  he  de¬ 
clared. 

“Who  is  Mendoza?” 

“He, is  a  fisherman  and  has  a  fast  sloop.  He  sails  to 
Hayti  and  back.  There  were  four  of  them.  Two  senoritas 
and  two  senors.  I  know  no  more.” 

The  detectives  and  Gardner  listened  to  "this  with  interest. 

“Enough!”  said  the  colonel.  “I  believe  him.  Come  on, 
gentlemen.  Let  us  get  the  first  steamer  to  Havti.” 

Sebastian  drove  away  and  Gardner  and  the  detectives 
started  ’  for  the  wharves. 

At  first  they  feared  that  they  would  have  trouble  in 
finding  passage  to  Hayti. 

No  steamer  was  to  leave  Havana  for  Port  au  Prince  un¬ 
der  fortv-eight  hours. 

%j  o 

If  Mendoza’s  craft-  was  a  good  sailer  the  fugitives  might 
get  there  and  away  on  a  European  steamer  before  thev 
could  be  overhauled. 

But  suddenly  Gardner  heard  a  cheery  voice  at  his  elbow. 

“Hello,  Gardner!  What  in  Tophet  are  you  doing  in  this 
part  of  the  world  ?” 

The  colonel  turned. 

He  was  face  to  face  with  a  nattily  dressed  young  En¬ 
glishman  in  a  white  yachting  suit. w  He  wore  the  insignia 
of  the  Royal  Yacht  Club  of  Cowes. 

“Lord  Ralston,”  gasped  Gardner.  “Whew!  What  a  sur¬ 
prise  !  T  might  ask  you  the  same  question.” 
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“It  is  easy  to  answer,”  said  the  vouns  nobleman.  “There 
ts  my  yacht,  the  Loch  Leven,  over  yonder.  1  am  making  a 
tour  of  the  Indies.”  , 

“  The  deuce  you  are !  1  say.  you  are  the  same  old  six  pence 
as  when  we  lived  together  in  barracks  in  old  Cape  Colony.  ” 

“To  be  sure!  Do  3*011  think  I’ll  change,  although  1 
have  come  into  mv  estates?” 

“And  you  are  a  Duke!” 

* 

“Yes,  but  a  man  just  the  same.” 

“Good  for  you!”  cried  Gardner. 


“Your  Grace,  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  the  two  great¬ 
est  detectives  in  the  world.  Old  and  Young  King  Brady.” 

“Bless  my  soul !”  he  exclaimed.  “An  honor,  really.  We 
have  some  very  good  detectives  at  Scotland  Yard.” 

“But  none  to  excel  the  Bradys  of  New  York,”’  said 
Gardner. 

“Colonel  Gardner  is  extravagant,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 
“Our  claims  are  very  modest.” 

“And  modesty  is  the  greatest  and  rarest  of  virtues,”  de¬ 
clared  the  Duke.  “But  come!  I  want  vou  to  see  the  Loch 
Leven.  She  is  the  best  boat  ever  built  on  the  Clyde.  We 
sail  in  two  hours  for  Hayti.” 

“For  Hayti!”  exclaimed  Gardner. 


“Yes.” 

“Great  Jupiter!  I  wish  your  boat  was  a  steamer  and 
you  w*ere  the  captain  ?” 

“Why?”  asked  the  Duke. 

“We  would  take  passage  with  you.  We  are  bound  for 
Hayti  in  a  hurry.” 

“Well,  now,”  ejaculated  His  Grace,  “that  is  clever.  You 
will  save  your  passage  money  bvT  going  with  me.” 

“Ah  !  I  am  not  begging  passage.” 

“Take  care!  Don't  offend  me,  Gardner.  Let  me  know 
why  )tou  are  in  such  hot  haste  to  get  to  Ha}7ti  with  two 
detectives.  There  must  be  something  in  the  wind.” 

“And  so  there  is.  We  are  after  a  murderer.” 

“By  Jove!”  he  cried,  “what  an  adventure.  Sav,  but  I’m 
dying  for  some  excitement.  Will  you  let  me  into  the 


scheme  ?”  x 

“Ralston,”  said  the  colonel,  ‘Wou  are  a  mighty  good  fel¬ 
low.  We  want  to  get  to  Hayti  in  hot  haste,  but  we  can’t 
impose  on  \tou.” 

“Aw,  yes,”  he  reflected.  “It  would  be  a  condemned 
shame.  At  any  rate,  come  aboard  the  Loch  Leven  and  tell 
me  what  you  think  of  her?” 

So  Gardner  and  the  Bradys  were  rowed  off  to  the  yacht 
in  a  beautiful  brass  trimmed  boat  manned  by  a  couple  of 
blue  jackets. 

The  Duke  was  at  present  alone  on  aboard. 

“I  shall  meet  a  party  of  friends  at  Port  au  Prince,”  he 
said.  “And  won’t  I  have  a  pretty  story  to  tell  them  !” 

Gardner  drew  a  deep  breath. 

“By  Jove!”  he  exclaimed,  “will  we  really  be  trespassing 
on  your  good  nature  to  beg  passage  to  Hayti?” 

The  Duke  swore  impatiently. 

“J  usedf  to  like  you  for  your  good  sense,  Gardner,”  he 
said,  “Now,  don’t  disappoint  me.” 


“Oh,  well,  since  you  insist,”  drawled  the  colonel. 

In  a  short  while  the  Loch  Leven  was  speeding  out  of 
Havana  harbor. 

Ralston  was  deeply  interested  in  the  affair. 

“If  we  only  knew  the  course  the  Cuban  skipper  would 
take  we  might  run  him  down,”  he  said. 

“Can’t  we  judge  by  the  wind?”  said  Gardner. 

“Yes,  to  some  extent.  He  will  lie  to  the  south  to  make 
a  free  run  over  to  the  east  on  the  last  leg  of  his  course,” 
said  the  Duke  with  nautical  prescience.  “I’ll  talk  with  our 
skipper.” 

The  Loch  Leven’s  skipper  declared  that  he  could  judge 
pretty  well  what  a  sailing  craft’s  course  would  be  by  the 
prevailing  wind. 

“Hurrah!”  cried  Gardner,  “won’t  it  be  luck  to  run  them 
down !” 

The  Loch  Leven  made  a  quick  run  to  Port  au  Prince. 

But  no  sign  was  seen  of  the  Cuban  boat  or  anv  craft  of 
the  kind. 

At  Port  au  Prince  they  took  leave  of  the  Duke  of  Ralston 
who  was  joined  by  a  party  of  friends. 

“I  hope  you’ll  get  your  man,  Gardie,”  cried  the  Duke, 
cheerily,  as  he  parted  from  the  colonel  and  the  Bradys. 

“If  all  noblemen  were  like  that  fellow,  it  would  be  an 
enviable  thing  to  be  a  duke,”  said  Old  King  Brady. 

“You  are  right!”  agreed  the  colonel,  “and  now  we  must 
wait  the  arrival  of  our  birds.” 

/ 

“First,  let  us  make  sure  that  they  are  not  already  here,” 
said  Harry. 

“That’s  right,”  agreed  Old  King  Brady.  “There’s  a 
Jamaica  steamer  over  there  ready  to  sail  for  England.” 

“I  don’t' believe  Mendoza  could  have  got  them  here  so 
quickly.” 

“Nevertheless,  they  may  have  boarded  some  faster  craft 
as  they  did  once  before.” 

“Very  good  !  Let  us  go  over  there  at  once.” 

So  they  crossed  the  quay  and  came  to  the  gang  plank  of 
the  Vulture.  She  was  a  steamer  of  the  tramp  class. 

Her  first  officer  was  at  the  pl^nk. 

“Yes!”  he  replied. to  Old  King  Brad)*’s  query.  “We  have 
a  few  cabin  passengers.  We  picked  up  four  from  a  sail 
boat’  this  side  of  Cuba.” 

“We  are  sure  they  are  friends  of  ours,”  said  Harry. 
“Do  we  have  your  permission  to  go  aboard  ?” 

“Certainly !” 

\ 

Very  leisurely  Old  King  Brady  and  Gardner  ascended  the 
plank.  Harry  remained  on  the  quay. 

The  old  detective  and  the  colonel  made  their  way  to  the 
upper  deck. 

An  awning  was  spread  to  kill  the  l;pt  rays  of  the  sun. 

Beneath  this  were  a  party  of  four,  two  men  and  two 
women.  They  were  laughing  and  talking. 

On  a  table  was  heaped  tropical  fruit  and  a  basket  of 
wine. 

Gardner  leisurely  strolled  nearer.  One  of  the  men  turned 
his  head. 

It  was  Strong. 
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At  sight  of  the  colonel  every  bit  of  color  left  the  fel¬ 
low’s  face. 

“  Perdition !”  he  gasped,  “it  is  all  up!” 

Jones  turned  and  his  flabby  face  was  ghastly  in  its  hue. 

“Gardner!”  he  ejaculated. 

“Really  sorry  to  disturb  you,”  said  Gardner,  politely, 
“but  you  are  badly  wanted  in  New  \ork,  Jones.  A  great 
many  of  your  friends  there  mourn  your  death.’ 

“I  played  my  best  hand,”  he  said.  ktI  wanted  to  get  out 
of  the  world.  You  always  wanted  Harriet.  Why  didn  t 
you  take  her  and  let  me  go?” 

“That  is  not  the  whole  of  the  story,”  interposed  Old 
King  Brady.  “You  are  the  only  man  who  can  explain  the 
whereabouts  of  Stephen  Cardozo,  whose  body  was  mis¬ 
taken  for  yours.” 

Jones  gave  a  gurgling  gasp.  His  eyes  seemed  starting 
from  their  sockets.  He  gazed  at  Old  King  Brady  and  then 
at  the  actress  by  his  side. 

“It’s  all  over,  Fannie,”  he  said,  hoarsely.  “It  can't  be, 
you  see.  All  right.  Be  happy.  My  life  is  over.” 

Jones  stood  close  to  the  rail.  Before  a  move  could  be 
made  to  stop  him  he  leaped  over  it. 

There  was  forty  feet  of  transparent  water  under  the 
steamer.  He  closed  his  lungs  as  he  went  down. 

But  the  horrified  spectators  on  deck  saw  a  giant  body 
shoot  upward  through  the  water,  great  jaws  flashed  and  bit 
the  drowning  man  in  half.  Holland  Jones  had  cheated 
justice.  The  shark  was  the  real  avenger. 


Strong  and  the  two  women  were  taken  back  to  New 
York. 

As  no  proof  was  to  be  had  of  their  complicity  in  Gar- 
dozo’s  murder,  however,  they  were  not  prosecuted.  But  the 
great  Long  Branch  case  was  the  subject  of  interest  for  many 
days. 

The  Bradys  had  unravelled  the  mystery  of  the  bath  hou^e. 
The  case  was  at  an  end. 

Colonel  Gardner  went  back  to  South  Africa.  Mrs.  Jom*s 
continued  to  live  at  Long  Branch.  Whether  she  will  be¬ 
come  the  bride  of'  the  man  she  really  loved  in  latter  life, 
only  time  can  tell. 

The  detectives  were  speedily  engaged  in  the  solving  of  an¬ 
other  case,  of  which  we  may  write  at  a  later  day. 

,  [THE  END.] 

•  Read  “THE  BftADY S  AND  THE  LOST  GOLD 
MINE;  OR,  HOT  WORK  AMONG  THE  COW¬ 
BOYS,”  which  will  be  the  next  number  (124)  of  “Secret 
Service.” 
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67  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  West  Show  :  or,  The  Biggest  Thing  on  Earth. 

68  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Tour ;  or,  Managing  an  Opera  Queen. 

69  Fred  Fearnot’s  Minstrels  ;  or,  Terry’s  Great  Hit  as  an  End  Man. 

70  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Duke ;  or,  Baffling  a  Fortune  Hunter. 

71  Fred  Fearnot’s  Day  ;  or,  The  Great  Reunion  at  Avon. 

72  Fred  Fearnot  in  the  South  ;  or,  Out  with  Old  Bill  Bland. 

73  Fred  E’earnot’s  Museum  ;  or,  Backing  Knowledge  with  E’un. 

74  E’red  Fearnot’s  Athl'etic  School ;  or,  Making  Brain  and  Brawn. 

75  ETed  Fearnot  Mystified  ;  or,  The  Disappearance  of  Terry  Olcott. 

76  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Governor;  or,  Working  Hard  to  Save  a  Life. 

77  Fred  Fearnot’s  Mistake  ;  or,  Up  Against  His  Match. 

78  Fred  Fearnot  in  Texas;  or,  Terry’s  Man  from  Abilene. 

79  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  Sheriff ;  or,  Breaking  up  a  Desperate  Gang. 

80  Fred  Fearnot  Baffled  ;  or,  Outwitted  by  a  Woman. 

81  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wit,  and  Ilow  It  Saved  His  Life. 

82  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Prize  :  or.  Working  Hard  to  Win. 

83  Fred  Fearnot  at  Bay  ;  or,  His  Great  Fight  for  Life. 

84  Fred  Fearnot’s  Disguise  ;  or,  E’ollowing  a  Strange  Clew. 

85  Fred  Fearnot’s  Moose  Hunt ;  or,  Adventures  in  the  Maine  Woods. 

86  Fred  Fearnot's  Oratory;  or,  Fun  at  the  Girls’  High  School. 

87  Fred  Fearnot's  Big  Heart ;  or,  Giving  the  Poor  a  Chance. 

88  Fred  Fearnot  Accused  ;  or,  Tricked  by  a  Villain. 

89  Fred  Fearnot’s  Pluck  ;  or,  Winning  Against  Odds. 

90  Fred  Fearnot’s  Deadly  Peril ;  or.  His  Narrow  Escape  from  Ruin. 

91  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wild  Ride  ;  or,  Saving  Dick  Duncan’s  Life. 

92  Fred  Fearnot's  Long  Chase ;  or,  Trailing  a  Cunning  Villain. 

93  Fred  Fearnot's  Last  Shot,  and  How  It  Saved  a  Life. 

94  Fred  Fearnot’s  Common  Sense  ;  or,  The  Best  Way  Out  of  Trouble. 

95  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  Find  ;  or,  Saving  Terry  Olcott’s  Fortune. 

96  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Sultan  :  or,  Adventures  on  the  Island  of  Sulu. 

97  Fred  Fearnot’s  Silvery  Tongue  ;  or,  Winning  an  Angry  Mob. 

98  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strategy  ;  or,  Outwitting  a  Troublesome  Couple. 

99  Fred  Fearnot’s  Little  Joke  ;  or.  Worrying  Dick  and  Terry. 

100  Fred  Fearnot’s  Muscle  ;  or,  Holding  Elis  Own  Against  Odds. 

101  Fred  Fearnot  on  Hand  ;  or,  Showing  Up  at  the  Right  Time. 

102  Fred  Fearnot’s  Puzzle  ;  or,  Worrying  the  Bunco  Steerers. 

103  Fred  Fearnot  and  Evelyn  ;  or,  The  Infatuated  Rival. 

104  Fred  Fearnot’s  Wager ;  or,  Downing  a  Brutal  Sport. 

105  Fred  Fearnot  at  St.  Simons:  or,  The  Mystery  of  a  Georgia  Island. 

106  Fred  Fearnot  Deceived  ;  or,  After  the  Wrong  Man. 

107  Fred  Fearnot’s  Charity  :  or,  Teaching  Others  a  Lesson. 

108  Fred  Fearnot  as  “The  Judge  ;”  or,  Heading  off  the  Lynchers. 

109  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Clown  ;  or.  Saving  the  Old  Man’s  Place. 

110  Fred  Fearnot’s  I’ine  Work  ;  or,  Up  Against  a  Crank. 

111  Fred  Fearnot’s  Bad  Break  ;  or/  What  Happened  to  Jones. 

112  Fred  Fearnot’s  Round  Up  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on  the  Ranche. 

113  Fred  E’earnot  and  the  Giant ;  or,  A  Hot  Time  in  Cheyenne. 

114  Fred  Fearnot's  Cool  Nerve  ;  or,  Giving  It  Straight  to  the  Boys. 

115  Fred  Fearnot’s  Way  ;  or,  Doing  Up  a  Sharper. 

116  Fred  Fearnot  in  a  Fix;  or,  The  Blackmailer’s  Game. 

117  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Broncho  Buster;”  or,  A  Great  Time  In  tho 

Wild  West. 

118  Fred  Fearnot  and  His  Mascot ;  or,  Evelyn’s  Fearless  Ride. 

119  Fred  Fearnot’s  Strong  Arm  ;  or,  The  Bad  Man  of  Arizona. 

120  Fred  Fearnot  as  a  “Tenderfoot ;”  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Cow¬ 

boys. 

121  Fred  Fearnot  Captured;  or,  In  the  Hands  of  His  Enemies. 

122  Fred  Fearnot  and  the  Banker ;  or,  A  Schemer's  Trap  to  Ruin  Him 

123  Fred  Fearnot’s  Great  E’eat :  or,  Winning  a  Fortune  on  Skates. 

124  Fred  F'earnot’s  Iron  Will  ;  or,  Standing  Up  for  the  Right. 

125  Fred  Fearnot  Cornered;  or,  Evelyn  and  the  Widow. 

126  Fred  Fearnot’s  Daring  Scheme;  or,  Ten  Days  in  an  Insane  Asylum. 

127  Fred  Fearnot’s  Honor;  or.  Backing  Up  His  Word. 

128  Fred  Fearnpt  and  the  Lawyer;  or,  Yroung  Billy  Dedham’s  Case 

129  Fred  Fearnot  at  West  Point;  or,  Having  Fun  with  the  Hazers 

130  Fred  Fearnot’s  Secret  Society;  or.  The  Knights  of  the  Black  Ring 
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These  Books  Tell  Yon  Everything! 

A  COMPLETE  SET  IS  A  REGULAR  ENCYCLOPEDIA! 

Each  book  consists  of  sixty-four  pages,  printed  on  good  paper,  in  clear  type  and  neatly  bound  in  an  attractive,  illustrated  cover. 
Most  of  the  books  are  also  profusely  illustrated,  and  all  of  the  subjects  treated  upon  are  explained  in  such  a  simple  manner  that  any 
child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subjects 

mentioned. 
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,  SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  und  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contains  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUIBD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE,  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
'  diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES.— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  C.  Stansfield  Hicksi 


FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  davs,  and  “Napoleon’s  OraCulum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune,  lell 

thNo0rt76neH0OWUTOieTELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.- 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  the  lines  of  the 
hand,  or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future 
events  by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A. 
Anderson. 


ATHLETIC. 

Nb  6  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 

*QNoS  lO^HOV^  TO  BOX. — The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  Dositions  of  a  good  boxer.  Every  boy  shotnd  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  it  will  teach  you  how  to  box 

W1NoU^5DHOWU  TO’ BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  sports  and  athletic  exercises. 
Embracing  thirty-five  illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 

A  handy  and  ^usefidbook^NCE  __ Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword  ;  also  instruction  in  archery 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  illustrations,  giving  the  best 

P°No°61  ‘HOW* TO  B^COMEtAbBOWLER.— A  complete  manual 
rvf  howling  Containing  full  instructions  for  playing  all  the  stand- 
^d  Arnerican  and  German  games ;  together  with  rules  and  systems 
of  sporting  in  use  by  the  principal  bowling  clubs  in  the  United 
States.  By  Bartholomew  Batterson. 


TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No  51  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Containing 

SB-- ar-as 

70  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em- 
traHng  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il- 
hiatratlom.  ByA.  AnderBon^^y  Trtir,KS  WITH  CARDS.— 

retainin'*  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers 
and  raagi'  iana.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated. 


MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  of  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this*book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  betwreen  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals. 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND.— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No,  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJURER.— Containing 
tricks  with  Dominoes,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  pub¬ 
lished.  ’ 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en¬ 
gineer  ;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive ;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Fun 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither,  Aeolian  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments ;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  in  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twrenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Royal  Bengal  Marines. 

'No.  59.  HOW  TO  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.— Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention. 
Also  full  directions  for  its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomely 
illustrated,  by  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS.— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Trick*, 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE-LETTERS.— A  most  com¬ 
plete  little  book,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them ;  also  giving  specimen  letters  for  both  young 
and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES.— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects ; 
also  letters  of  introduction,  notes  and  requests. 

No.  24.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  all  subjects; 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction. 

No.  53.  IIOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A  wonderful  little 
book,  telling  you  how  to  write  to  your  sweetheart,  your  father, 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  everybody  and  any¬ 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  "oung 
lady  in  the  land  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY.— Con¬ 
taining  full  instructions  for  writing  Vetters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition  ;  together  with  specimen 
letters. 


THE  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN’S  JOKE 
BOOK.— Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
most  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 

this  wonderful  little  hook.  ,T^Tirr  ornnurr*  a 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SI  E AKER.— 

Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro,  Dutch 
and  Irish  Also  end  men's  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse- 

“No**?  THEeUBOY°SWOF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
AND  JOKE  ROOK.— Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe.  .  .  , 

No.  (55.  MULDOON’S  JOKES— This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundiums,  etc.,  of 
'Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  tor  various  characters  on  the 
stage-  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  dtad  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No  80  GUS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  ot  the  author. 

•  HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  ie.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  80.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish,  game  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS. — Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.  By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
backgammon,  croquet,  dominoes,  etc.  / 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  witty  sayings. 


Containing  four- 


Auction  Pitch,  All  Fours  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  I  O  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE. 

No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
is  a  great  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
all  about.  There’s  hapiiiness  in  it. 

No.  38.  IIOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  eti¬ 
quette  of  good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods 
of  appearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church 
and  in  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No.  27.  IIOW  TO  RECITE  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 
— -Kontnining  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
dialect,  r  reach  dialect,  \  ankee  aiul  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
with  many  standard  readings. 


No.  81.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.-^,  .  r 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  require*;  I? 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No  49.  IIOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  are 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 

without  one.  ‘  „  ... 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsome 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ballroom  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
d  a  nces 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known.  .  «... 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
"rt  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  homeland  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL. — One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  the 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS.— A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS— Including  hints 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A  valu¬ 
able  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty- 
eight  iFustratiOns,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind 
ever  published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and 
directions  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires  and  gas  balloons. 
This  book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY.— A  complete  handbook  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  ice  cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.  etc. 

No.  19.  FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United'  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOIjR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  a~d  practical  information  in  the 
treat"  >nt  of  ordina  /  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  m  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsoraelv  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventures 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER. — Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations.  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers.  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  bov 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  • 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.” 
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